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Reader,  I  folemnly  protcH 

I  thought  that  I  had  work'd  up  all  my  rhyme ! 
What  ftupid  demon  hath  my  brain  poflefs'd  ? 

I  prithee,  pardon  me  this  time : 

Afford  thy  patience  through  more  Ode  j 
'Tis  not  a  vaft  extent  of  road : 

Together  let  us  gallop  then  along : 
Moft  nimbly  Ihall  old  Pegafus,  my  hack,  ftir. 

To  drop  the  image — prithee  hear  more  fong, 
Some  '  more  laft  words  of  Mr.  Baxter  * 

A  wond'rous  fav'rite  with  the  tuneful  throng, 
Sublimely  great  are  Peter's  pow'rs  of  fong: 
His  nerve  of  fatire,  too,  fo  very  tough. 
Strong  without  weaknefs,  without  foftnefs  rough. 

B  2  What 
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What  Horace  faid  of  ftreams  in  eafy  lay. 

The  marv'ling  World  of  Peter's  tongue  may  fay  j 

His  tongue,  fo  copious  m  ^  flux  of  metre, 

"  JuiABITUR  ET  LABETUR  !" 


ODE 


O        D        £• 


VV  ORLD!  ftop  thy  mouth— I  am  rcfolv*d  to 

rhyme — 
I  cannot  throw  away  a  vein  fublime : 
If  I  may  take  the  libert^a  brag ; 
I  cannot,  like  the  fellow^^^HBible^ 
Venting  upon  his  mailer  «||PP|  libel^ 

Conceal  my  talent  in  a  ri^.* 
Kings  mull  continue  ftill  to  be  my  theme— 
Eternally  of  Kings  I  dream : 

As  beggars  ev*ry  night,  we  muft  fuppofe. 
Dream  of  their  vermin,  in  their  beds  j 

Becaufe,  as  evVy  body  knows. 

Such  things  are  always  running  in  their  heads. 

Befides — ^were  I  to  write  of  common  folks. 
No  foul  would  buy  my  rhymes  fo  ftrange,  and  jokes : 
Then  what  becomes  of  mutton,  beefi  and  pork  ? 
How  would  my  mafticating  mufcles  work  ? 

B  3  Indeed, 
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Indeed,  I  dare  not  fay  they  would  be  idle ; 
But,  like  my  Pegafus's  chaps,  fo  (lout. 
Who  plays  and  wantons  with  his  bridle, 
'  And  nobly  flings  the  foam  about. 

So  mine  would  work — "  On  what  ?"  my  reader  cries. 
With  a  ftretch'd  pair  of  tanbelieving  eyes — 
Heav*n  help  thy  moft  unpenetrating  wit ! 
On  a  hard  morfel — Hunger's  iron  bit. 


rift  SrTJde 


By  all  the  rhyming  9^^Bs  ^nd  gods 
I  will — Imujly  pcrfiftl^udes ; 

And  not  a  povv'r  on  «rrth  fhall  hinder: 
I  hear  both  *  Univerfities  exclaim, 
*'  Peter,  it  is  a  glorious  road  to  fame; 

'^  Eug}  Poeta  magne — ^well  faid,  Pindar  \^ 

Yet  fome  approach  with  apoftolic  face. 
And  cry,  "  O  Peter,  what  a  want  of  grace 

"  Thus 

•  The  violence  of  the  Univerfities  on  this  occafion  may  pro* 
bably  arifc  from  the  contempt  thrown  on  them  by  his  Majefty*s 
fending  the  Royal  Children  to  Gottingen  for  education;  but 
have  not  their  Majllics  amply  made  it  op  to  Oxford,  by  a  vifit 
to  that  celebrated  feminary  ?  and  is  not  Cambridge  to  receive 
the  fame  honour } 


TO  ODB  UPON  GDI.  ^ 

t 

'*  Thus  in  thy  rhyme  to  roaft  a  King !" 
Iroqfi  a  King !  by  heav'ns  'tis  not  a  feft— 
I  fcorn  fuch  wicked  and  difloyal  aA : 

Who  dares  affcrt  it,  fays  a  fland'rous  thmg. 

Hear  what  I  have  to  fay  of  Kings : 

If,  unfublimcj  they  deal  in  childilh  things. 

And  yield  not,  of  reform,  a  ray  of  hope; 
Each  mighty  Monarch  ftrait  appean  to  ms 
A  roaftcr  of  bimfelf^Felo  defii 

I  only  a£b  as  Cook,  zxA^H^Mm  up. 

Reader !  another  fimile  as  rare: 

My  verfes  form  a  fort  of  bill  of  fere. 

Informing  guefts  what  kind  of  flefli  and  fiih 

Is  to  be  found  within  each  difh  \ 

That  eating  people  may  not  be  miftaken. 

And  take,  for  ortolan,  a  lump  of  bacon. 

Whenever  I  have  heard  of  Kings 

Who  {Jace  in  goflfipings,  and  news,  their  pride. 
And  knowing  family  concerns — mean  things ! 
Very  judicioufly,  indeed,  I've  cry*d, 
"  I  wonder 
"  How  their  blind  ftars  could  make  fo  grofs  a  blunder ! " 

B  4  **  Inftcad 
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"  Inftcad  of  fitting  on  a  throne 
^'  In  purple  rich — of  (late  fo  full, 

"  They  fliould  have  had  an  apron  on, 
*^  And,  feated  on  a  three-legg'd  flool, 

^^  Commanded,  of  dead  hair,  the  fprigs 
*^  To  do  their  duty  upon  wigs. 

*'  By  fuch  miftakes,  is  Nature  often  fbii'd : 
*'  Such  improprieties  fhould  never  Ipring — 

**  Thus  a  fine  chattering  barber  may  be  fpoil'd, 
*'  To  make  a  moft  indifFrent  King.'' 

*^  Sir,  Sir,  (I  hear  the  world  exclaim) 
"  At  too  high  game  you  impudently  aim. 

"  How  dare  you,  with  your  jokes  and  gibes, 
^^  Tread,  like  a  horfe,  on  kingly  kibes  r" 

Folks  who  can't  fee  their  errors,  can't  reform : 
No  plainer  axiom  ever  came  from  man ; 

And  'tis  a  Chriftian's  duty,  in  a  ftorm, 
To  fave  his  finking  neighbour,  if  he  can : 

Thus  /  to  Kings  my  Ode  of  Wifdom  pen, 

Becaufe  your  Kings  have  fouls  like  common  men. 


The 
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The  Bible  warrants  me  to  fpeak  the  truth ; 

Nor  mealy-mouth'd  my  tongue  in  filence  keep : 
Did  not  good  Nathan  tell  that  buckilh  youth, 

David  the  King,  that. he  ftole  ftieep  ? 

Stole  poor  Uriah's  little  fav'rite  lamb — 
An  ewe  it  chanc'd  to  be,  and  not  a  ram ; 
For  had  it  been  a  ram,  the  royal  glutton 
Had  never  meddled  with  Uriah's  mutton. 

What  modern  Courtier,  pray,  hath  got  the  face 

To  fay  to  Majefty,  "  O  King! 
"  At  Jucb  2l  time,  in  Juch  a  place, 

"  You  did  a  very  foolilh  thing  ?" 
What  Courtier,  not  a  foe  to  his  own  glory. 
Would  publifh  of  his  King  this  fimple  ftory  ? 


THE 
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The  apple  DUMPLINGS  and  a  KING. 


ONCE  on  a  time,  a  Monarch,  tir^d  with  hooping. 
Whipping  and  Ipurring, 
Happy  in  worrying 
A  poor,  defencelefs,  harmlefi  buck, 
(The  horfe  and  rider  wet  as  muck,) 
From  his  high  confequence  and  wifdom  (looping, 
Entcr'd,  through  curiofity,  a  cot. 
Where  fat  a  poor  old  woman  and  her  pot. 

The  wrinkled,  blear-ey'd,  good,  old  Granny, 
In  this  fame  cot,  illum'd  by  many  a  cranny. 

Had  finifli'd  apple  dumplings  for  her  pot : 
In  tempting  row  the  naked  dumplings  lay. 
When,  lo !  the  Monarch,  in  his  ufual  way. 

Like  lightning  fpoke,  "What's  this?  what's  this? 
"  what?  what?" 

Then  taking  up  a  dumpling  in  his  hand. 
His  eyes  with  admiration  did  expand  i 
And  oft  did  Majefty  the  dumpling  grapple : 
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*^  *Tis  monftrous,  monftrous  hard  indeed,"  he  cry*d : 

**  What  makes  it,  pray,  fo  hard  ?'* — The  Dame  reply'd. 

Low  curtfying,  **  Plcafe  your  Majcfty,  the  aj^lc." 

^*  Very  aftonifliing  indeed ! — ftrange  thing  !'* 
(Turning  the  dumpling  round,  rejoined  the  King.) 
"  *Tis  moft  extraordinary  then,  ail  this  is — 
*'  It  beats  ♦  Pinetti's  conjuring  all  to  pieces— 
•*  Strange  I  Ihould  never  of  a  dumpling  dream ! 
*'  But,  Goody,  tell  me  where,  where,  whcre's  the  fcam  ?" 

^*  Sir,  there's  no  fcam  (quoth  fhe) ;  I  never  knew 
**  That  folks  did  apple  dumplings  /^w." 
"  No !  (cry'd  the  ftaring  Monarch  with  a  grin) 
"  How,  how  the  devil  got  the  apple  in  ?" 

On  which  the  Dame  the  curious  fchcme  revealed 
By  which  the  apple  lay  fo'fly  conceal'd. 

Which  made  the  Solomon  of  Britain  dart; 
I  Who  to  the  Palace  widi  full  fpeed  repaired. 
And  Queen,  and  Princeffes  fo  beauteous,  fcar'd. 

All  with  the  wonders  of  the  Dumpling  art ! 

There 
^  Formerly  a  great  favourite  at  Court. 
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There  did  he  labour  one  whole  week,  to  fhow 
The  wifdom  of  an  Apple-Dumpling  Maker  ; 

And  lo !  fo  deep  was  Majefty  in  dough> 
The  Palace  feem'd  the  lodging  of  a  Baker. 


READER,  thou  likeft  not  my  tale— look'ft  Hue: 
Thou  art  a  Courtier — roared,  "  Lies,  lies,  lies !" 
Do,  for  a  moment,  flop  thy  cries — 

I  tell  thee,  roaring  infidel,  'tis  true. 

Why  (hould  it  not  be  true  ? — ^The  great  eft  men 
May  aflc  a  foolifli  queftion  now  and  then — 

This  is  the  language  of  all  ages. 
Folly  lays  many  a  trap — we  can't  efcape  it: 
Nemo  (fays  fome  one)  omnibus  horis  Japit : 
Then  why  not  Kings,  like  me  and  other  fages  ? 

Far  from  delpifing  Kings,  I  like  the  breeds 

Provided  King-like  they  behave : 
Kings  are  an  inftrument  we  need, 

Jufl  as  we  razors  want — to  (have; 

To 
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To  keep  the  State's  face  fmooth — give  it  an  air — 
Like  my  Lord  North's,  fo  jolly,  round,  and  fair. 

My  fenfe  of  Kings  though  freely  I  impart— 
I  hate  not  royalty,  Heav'n  knows  my  heart. 

Princes  and  Princefles  I  like,  fo  loyal — 
Great  George's  children  are  my  great  delight; 

The  fweet  Augufta,  and  fweet  Princefs  Royal, 
Obtain  my  love  by  day,  and  pray'rs  by  night. 

Yes!  I  like  Kings — and  oft  look  back  with  pride 
Upon  the  Edwards,  Harry's  of  our  ifle — 

Great  fouls !  in  virtue  as  in  valour  try'd, 
Whofe  aftions  bid  die  cheek  of  Britons  fmile. 

Mufe !  let  us  alfo  forward  look. 
And  take  a  peep  into  Fate's  book. 

Behold  !  the  fceptre  young  Augustus  fways  j 
I  hear  the  mingled  praife  of  millions  rife ; 
I  fee  uprais'd  to  Heav'n  their  ardent  eyes. 

That  for  their  Monarch  alk  a  length  of  days. 


Bright 
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Bright  in  the  hrigbteft  aiuiak  of  renown. 
Behold  fair  Fame  his  youthful  temples  crowi 

With  laurels  of  unfading  bloom ; 
Behold  Dominion  fwell  beneadi  his  care. 
And  Genius,  rifing  from  a  dark  defpair. 

His  long-extinguifh'd  fires  relume. 

Such  are  the  Kings  that  fmt  my  t^e,  I  own : 
Not  tboje  where  all  die  littleneffes  join ; 

Whofe  fouls  fliould  flart  to  find  their  lot  a  threnfp 
And  blufh  to  ihow  their  nofes  on  a  coin. 

Reader,  for  fear  of  wicked  applications, 
I  now  allude  to  Kings  oi  foreign  naiiopu 

Poets  (fo  unimpeach^'d  tradition  fays) 
The  fole  hiftorians  were  of  ancient  days. 

Who  help'd  their  heroes  Fame's  high  hiU  to  clamber; 
Penning  their  glorious  afts  in  language  flrong. 
And  thus  preferving,  by  immortal  fong. 

Their  precious  names  amidll  dieir  tuneful  amber. 

What  am /doing?  Lord!  the  very  fame — 
Preferving  many  a  deed  deferving  Fame, 

4  Which 
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Which  that  old  lean,  devouring  (hark,  calPd  TimBj 

Would,  without  ceremony,  eatj 

In  my  opinion,  far  too  rich  a  treat : 
I  therefore  merit  fiatue$  for  my  rfayme, 

**  All  this  is  laudable  (a  Quaker  cries)  ; 

'*  But  let  grave  Wisdom,  Friend,  'thy  verfcs  rule; 
**  Put  out  thine  Irony's  two  fquinting  eyes — 

"  Defpife  thy  grinning  monkey.  Ridicule." 

What!  flight  my  fportive  monkey.  Ridicule, 

Who  afts  like  birch  on  boys  at  fchool, 
Ncglcfting  leflbns — truant,  p'rhaps,  whole  weeks  1 

My  Ridicule,  with  humour  fraught,  and  wit, 

Is  that  fatiric  friend,  a  gouty  fit. 
Which  bites  men  into  health  and  rofy  cheeks : 

A  moral  Mercury  that  cleanfeth  fouls 
Of  ills  that  widi  tjiem  play  the  devil  5 

Like  mercury  that  much  the  pow'r  controls 
Of  prefeots  gain'd  from  ladies  over  civiL 

Reader,  Til  brag  a  litde,  if  you  pleafe : 
The  ancients  did  lb,  therefore  why  not  /? 

Lo !  for  my  good  advice  I  aflc  no  fees, 
Whilft  other  Doftors  let  their  patients  diej 


r 

\ 


That 
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That  is,  fuch  patients  as  can't  pay  for  cure— 
A  very  felfilh,  wicked  thing,  Vm  furc. 

Now  though  Vm  foul  phyfician  to  the  King, 
I  never  begg'd  of  him  the  fmalleft  thing 

For  all  the  threlhing  of  my  virtuous  brains ; 
Nay,  were  I  my  poor  pocket's  ftate  t'  impart. 
So  well  I  know  my  Royal  Patient's  heart. 

He  would  not  give  me  two-pence  for  my  pains. 

But  hark !  folks  fay  the  King  is  very  mad : 
The  news,  if  true,  indeed,  were  very  fad. 

And  far  too  ferious  an  affair  to  mock  it; 
Yet  how  can  this  agree  with  what  I've  heard. 
That  fo  much  by  him  are  my  rhymes  rever'd-^ 

He  goes  a  hunting  with  them  in  his  pocket  ? 

And  when  throivn  out — which  often  is  the  cafe, 
(In  bacon  hunting,  or  of  bucks  the  race) 

My  verfc  fo  much  his  Majcfty  bewitches. 
That  out  he  pulls  my  honour'd  Odes, 
And  reads  diem  on  the  turnpike  roads — 

Now  under  trees  and  hedges — now  in  ditches. 


It 
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Hark !  with  allonifhmenty  a  found  I  hear> 

That  ftrikes  tremendous  on  my  ear ; 

It  fays.  Great  Arden,  commonly  called  Pepper, 

Of  mighty  George's  thunderbolts  the  Keeper, 

Juft  like  of  Jupiter  the  famous  eagle. 

Is  ordered  out  to  hunt  me  like  a  beagle. 

But,  eagle  Pepper,  give  my  love 

Unto  thy  lofty  mafler,  Mifler  Jove, 
And  afk  how  it  can  fquare  with  his  religion. 

To  bid  thee,  without  mercy,  fell  on, 
'  With  thy  fhort  fhirdy  beak,  and  iron  talon, 
A  pretty,  litde,  harmlefs,  coomg  pigeon  ? 

By  heav*ns,  I  difbelieve  the  faft — 
A  Monarch  cannot  fo  unwifely  a6t  I 

Suppofe  that  Kings,  fo  rich,  are  always  mumping^ 
Praying  and  preffing  Miniflers  for  money; 

Bidding  them  on  our  hive  (poor  bees !}  be  thumping,^ 
Trying  to  fhake  out  all  our  honey; 

A  thing  that  oft  hath  happen'^d  in  our  ifle  !-^ 
Pray,  fhan*t  we  be  allowed  to  fmile  ? 
Vol.  XL  C  To 


To  cut  a  joki,  oi  cf^Igrafti  cdnfiSvei 
By  way  of  folace  fdf  otir  ffffiridg^d  Ki^  ? 

A  King  (yf  Pkhdt  (I've  loft  the  STdnarcK's  iiamej 
Had,  avaricious^  got  Kimfelf  Had  fimfc. 

By  moft  linmlrincrly  ari3  thievirti  plunjgcs 
Into  his  fubjefts  purfes — 
A  Jeep  manoeuvre  that  bbtain'd  their  ctiries, 

Becaufe  it  treated;  gentlefolks  lilce  Jpunges^ 

To  (how  how  bniich  thiy  rcGiR'ci  hot  fucli  Iqucezuig, 
Such  gdods  and  chatt^-feizing. 

They  publifh'd  Bbels  to  difpiay  their  Rate; 
To  comfort,  in  fome  fort,  their  fouls. 
For  fuch  a  member  of  large  holes 

Eat  by  this  Royal  Rat  in  each  ellate. 


The  Premier  op'd  his  gullet  like  a  fhark. 

To  hear  fuch  fatires  on  die  Grand  MoNAiQufey 

And  roar*d— *^  Meffietrfs,  you  foon  ihall  fcej^ 
**  My  criticifm  upon  your  ballaas, 
**  Not  to  your  tafte  fo  fweet  as  frogs  and  fallads; 

"  A  ftrlftufc  critic^,  yctep'4  Castile/' 


But 


But  firft  he  tol4  die  tidily  to  the  King; 

Then  Iwore  par  Dku  'Aat  he  woukt  quickfy  hrtng 

Unto  the  grinding-ftone  their  nofcs  down- 
No,  not  a  foul  of  -cm  ihould  ever  thrive ; 
He'd  flay  thcmi  like  St  B4itTi.£M£w>  alive^^ 

Villains !  for  daring  to  infult  the  Crown. 

The  Moiardi  heard  Monfieur  le  Premier  outi 
And,  finiling  on  his  loyalty  fo  flout, 

Reply'd,  «^  Mcmfieur  le  Premier,  you  arc  wrong  i 
*^  Don*i  of  the  plcafurc  let  them  be  dcbarr'd ; 
*^  You  know  how  we  have  fcrv'd  *cm — faith  1  'tis  hard 

**  They  fhould  not  for  their  money  have  a  /ong*** 

Ovid,  fwcct  fkory-tdfcr  of  old  times, 

(Unluckily  tranlported  for  his  rhymes,) 
Addrefs*d  his  book  before  he  bade  it  walk  j 

Therefore  my  Worfhip,  and  my  Ode, 

In  imitadon  of  fuch  claflic  mode. 
May,  like  two  Indian  nations,  have  a  talL  ^ 

m 

•*  Dear  Ode  I  whofe  verfe  the  true  fublime  afibrds, 
*'  Go,  vifit  Kings,  Queens,  Parafites,  and  Lords; 
•*  And  if  thy  modeft  beauties  they  adore, 
*•  Inform  them  they  (hall  fpeedily  have  more/' 


10  APOLOGETIC  POSTSCRIPT 

But  poffibly  a  mighty  King  may  fay, 
«*  Ode!   Ode!— What?  what?  I  hate  your  rhyme 
"  haranguing; 

**  rd  rather  hear  a  jackals  bray: 
«*  I  never  knew  a  poet  worth  the  hanging. 

**  I  hate,  abhor  them — but  Til  clip  their  wings; 

^^  rU  teach  the  laucy  knaves  to  laugh  at  Kings : 

*^  Yes,  yes,  the  rhyming  rogues,  their  fongs  Ihall  ruc^ 

"  A.  ragged,  bold-fac'd,  ballad-finging  crew. 

**  Yes,  yes,  the  poets  (hall  my  pow*r  confefs; 

**  ril  maul  that  fpawning  devil  call'd  the  Prefs.'* 

If  furious  thus  exclaim  the  King  of  glory. 
Tell  him,  O  gentle  Muse,  this  pithy  ftory. 


RINQ 
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KING  CANUTE  and   HIS  NOBLES. 
A      TALE. 

CANUTE  was  by  his  nobles  taught  to  fancy. 
That,  by  a  kind  of  royal  necromancy. 

He  had  the  pow^r  Old  Ocean  to  controul : 
Down  ru(h*d  the  Royal  Dane  upon  the  ftrand. 
And  iflued,  like  a  Solomon,  command-^ 
Popr  foul ! 

**  Go  back,  ye  waves,  you  bluft'ring  rogues,"  quoth  he, 
**  Touch  not  your  Lord  and  Mafter,  Sea  ; 

**  For  by  my  pow'r  almighty,  if  you  do** — 
Then  flaring  vengeance,  out  he  held  a  ftick. 
Vowing  to  drive  Old  Ocean  to  Old  Nick, 

Should  he  ev  n  wet  the  latchet  of  his  Ihoe. 

Old  Sea  retir^ — ^the  Monarch  fierce  rulh'd  on. 
And  looked  as  if  he*d  drive  him  from  the  landj 

But  Sea  not  caring  to  be  put  upon. 
Made  for  a  moment  a  bold  (land : 

Not  only  nuke  a  fland  did  Mister  Ocean, 
But  to  his  honeil  waves  he  made  a  morion^ 

C  3  And 
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And  bad  them  give  the  King  a  hearty  trimming: 
The  ^(wdeihs  feem*d  -a  deal  4jhe  waves  •'to  ti^kfe^ 
For  foon  they  put  his  Majefty  in  pickle. 

And  fet  his  Royalties,  like  geefe,  a  fwimming. 

All  liands  aloft,  with  one  tremendous  roar, 
Sooa  did  they  make  him  wifh  himfelf  on  fhore  j 

His  head  and  ears  moft  handfomely  they  dous'df 
Juft  like  a  porpus,  with  one  general  fliout, 
The  waves  fo  tumbled  the  poor  King  about — 

No  Anabaptift  e'er  was  half  fo  fous'd. 

At  length  to  land  he  crawl'd,  a -half-drown'd  thing, 
Indeed  more  like  a  crab  than  like  a  King, 

And  found  Ws  Courtiers  making  rueful  faces. 
But  what  laid  Cai^ute  to  the  Lords  and  Gentry, 
Who  haird  him  from  the  water,  on  his  entry. 

All  trembling  for  idieir  lives  or  places  ? 

*^  My  Lords  and  Gentlemen,  by  your  advice, 
"  I've  hadwith  Mister  Sea  a  pretty  buftlei 

"  My  treatment  from  my  foe  not  over  nice, 
**  Juft  made  a  jeft  for  ev'ry  Ihrimp  and  mufcle : 

*'  A  pretty  trick  for  one  of  my  dorainbn! — 

^'  My  Lords,  I  thank  you  for  your  great  opinion. 

'^  You'l 
4 
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•  You'll  tdl  me,  perhaps,  IVc  only  loft  (me  game, 
*'  And  bid  me  try  another — for  the  rubber : 

*  Permit  me  to  inform  you  all,  with  fhame, 

•*  That  you're  a  fet  of  knaves,  and  I'm  a  lubber/* 

Such  is  the  ftory,  my  dear  Ode, 
Which  thou  wilt  bear — a  facrcd  load ! 

Yet,  much  I  fear,  'twill  be  of  no  great  ufc: 
Kiags  are  in  general  obftinate  as  mules ; 
Thofe  who  furround  them,  moftly  rogues  and  fools. 

And  therefore  can  no  benefit  produce. 

Yet  ftories,  fentences,  and  golden  rules. 
Undoubtedly  were  made  for  rogues  and  fools : 

But  this  unluckily  the  fimple  faft  is ; 
Thofe  rogues  and  fools  do  nothing  but  admire^ 
And,  all  fo  dev'lifti  modeft,  don't  defire 

The  glory  of  reducing  them  to  praUice. 
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X  OM»  foon  as  c*cr  thou  ftrik*ft  thy  golden  lyre. 
Thy  brodier  Peter's  mufc  is  all  on  fire, 

To  fing  of  Kings  and  Queens,  and  fuch  rare  Iblk : 
Yet,  'aiidft  thy  heap  of  compliments  fo  fine. 
Say,  may  we  venture  to  believe  a  line? 

You  Oxford  wits  moft  dearly  love  a  joke. 

Son  of  the  Nine,  thou  writeft  well  on  nought; 
Thy  thundering  ftanza,  and  its  pompous  thought;, 

I  think,  muil  put  a  dog  into  a  laugh : 
Edward  and  Harry  were  much  braver  mea 
Than  this  new-chriften'd  Hero  of  thy  pen ; 

Yes,  laurcU'd  Ooeman,  braver  far  by  half; 

Though  on  Blackheath,  and  Wimbledon's  wide  plain, 
George  keeps  his  hat  off*  in  a  (howV  of  rain ; 
Sees  fwords  and  bayonets  without-a  dr^, 
Nor  at  a^volley  winks,  nor  ducks  his  head:  . 


Although 
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Although  at  grand  reviews  he  feems  fo  blcft. 
And  leaves  at  fix  o'clock  hifr  downy  nd9:. 

Dead  to  the  charms  of  blanket,  wife,  and  bolftcrs 
Unlike  his  officers,  who,  fond  of  crannming. 
And  at  reviews  afraid  of  thirft  and  famine. 

With  bread  and  checfe  and  brandy  fill  their  holftcrs# 

Sure,  Tom,  we  fhotild  do  juftice  to  QuEtN  Bias  3 
His  prcfent  Majefty,  whom  Heav'n  long  blcfa 

With  wifdom,  wit,  and  arts  of  choiceft  qudity^ 
Will  never  get,  I  fear,  fo  fine  a  niche 
As  that  old  queen,  though  often  call'd  old  b— ch. 

In  Fame's  coloflal  houfe  of  immortality. 

As  for  John  Dryden's  Chari.es— Aat  Kbg 

Indeed  was  ntver  ;my  mighty  thing ; 
He  merited  few  honours  from  the  pen : 

And  yet  he  was  a  dev*li(h  hearty  fellow, 

Enjoy'd  His  girl  and  bottle,  and  got  niellow. 
And  mind — kept  company  with  Gentlemen  : 

For,  like  fomeiKings,'  in  hobby  grooniSi 
Knights  of  the  manger>  curry-combs,  and  bfoomaji 
Loft  to  all  gbry,  Chauis  did  not  delight — : 

Nor 
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Nor  j6V6  By  day  ifHtR  pagcfs,  fcrvwit  maids*/ 
Large,  rcd-polPd,  BlbWryy  Ha^fl  fW6*Kandcd  jidisr 
Indeed  I  kopw  not  what  Charles  did  by  nigbt. 

Tttbiiiks,  I  irH  of  caridtMf  i  giteat  lb¥6f ;    * 

In  {h6rt,  Vth  cahdtttJr's  fclf  HH  ovfcr  j 
Sweet  as  a  candied  cake  from  top  to  toe; 

Make  it  a  rule  riidt  Vikrvi  fliall  be  praii*d, 

Aiid  htiHibfe  Me  Ait  from  hir  bum  Be  fiis'd: 
What  thinkeft  thou  of  Peter  now  ? 

Thou  cryeft,  «  Oh !  hdw  falfe !  behold  di^  King, 
^*  Of  whom  thoii  fcarcely  fay'ft  a  hahdfonie  ththgj'  ' 
"  That  En'g  has  virtues  that  fhould  ffiake  diee  flir^.** 

Isit^feP^i-^Thenthcfm'sinm^f^  ' 

*Tis  my  vile  optics  that  can't  feej 
Then  pray  for  them,  when  next  thou  fay*ft  a  pray'r . 

But,  pVhaps,  aloft  oh  his  imperial  throncj 
So  diftant,  O  ye  gods !  from  ev'ry  one. 
The  royal  virtues  are  like  marty  a  ftar,* 
From  dus  our  pigmy  fyftem  rather  far; 

Whofc 

*  Such  was  the  fublime  opinion  of  the  D«tch  allronomer 
Hojgeni. 
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Whofc  light,  though  flying  ever  fincc  ciwdon. 
Has  not  yet  pitched  upon  our  nation. 

Then  may  the  royal  ray  be  foon  explored— 

And,  Thomas,  if  thou'lt  fwear  thou  art  not  hununing, 

rii  take  my  fpying-glafs,  and  bring  thee  word 
The  inftant  I  behold  it  coming. 

But,  Thomas  Warton,  without  joking. 

Art  thou,  or  art  thou  not,  thy  Sovereign  finoking  ? 

How  canft  thou  fcrioufly  declare. 

That  George  the  Third 
With  Grcfly's  Edward  can  compare. 

Or  Harry  ? — 'Tis  too  bad,  upon  my  word: 
George  is  a  clever  King,  I  needs  muft  own, 
Apd  cuts  a  jolly  figure  on  the  throne. 

Now  thou  exclaim'ft,  "  G — ^d  rot  it !  Peter,  pray, 
«  What  to  the  devil  Ihall  I  fing  or  fay  ?'* 

1*11  tell  thee  what  to  fay,  O  tuneful  Tom  : . 

Sing  how  a  Monarch,  when  his  Son  was  dying. 
His  gracious  eyes  and  ears  was  edifying. 

By  Abbey  company  and  kettle  drum: 

Leaving 
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Leaving  that  Son  to  death  and  the  phyficiani 
fietwccn  two  fires — a  forlorn-hope  condition ; 
Ttvo  poachers,  ^ho  make  man  their  game, 
And^  ipecial  markfmen  1  feldom  mils  their  aim* 

Say,  though  the  Monarch  did  not  fee  his  Soilj 

He  kept  aloof  through  fatherly  affcdbion ; 
Determined  nothing  fhould  be  done 

To  bring  on  ufelefs  tears,  and  difmal  recolleftion* 
For  what  can  tears  avails  and  piteous  fighs  ? 
Death  heeds  not  howls  nor  drippmg  eyes : 
And  what  arc  fighs  and  tears  but  wind  and  watci*^ 
that  fhow  the  Icakynefs  of  feeble  nature  ? 

toM,  with  my  fimile  thou  wilt  not  quarrel : 
Like  air  and  any  fort  of  drink, 
Whizzmg  and  oozing  through  each  chinkj 

That  proves  the  weaknefs  of  the  barrel* 

Say — for  the  Prince,  when  wet  was  eV*ry  ey<;> 
And  thoufands  pour'd  to  heav'n  the  pitying  figh 

Devout  I  *j^ 

Say  how  a  King,  unable  to  diflembl^, 
Order'd  Dame  Siddons  to  his  houfe^  lind  Kimble, 

Tofpout: 
1r#u  XL  U  Cave 
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Gave  them  Ice  creams  and  wines>  (o  dear  t 

Deny'd  till  then  a  dumblefiiU  of  beer  $ 

For  which  they're  thank*d  the  author  of  dus  metrCj 

Videlicet^  the  moral-mender  Peter, 

Who,  in  his  Ode  on  Ode,  did  dare  exclaim^ 

And  call  fiich  royal  ararice,  a  fhame* 

Say — 'but  Til  teach  thee  how  tt>  make  an  ode ; 
Thus  (hall  thy  labours  rifit  Fame's  abode. 
In  company  with  my  imnK>rtal  layi 
And  look,  ToM-Khus  I  fiw  away-^— 


^ 


lilllTH' 
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B  I  R  T  H-D  AY     ODE. 

1  H I S  day,  tWs  very  day,  gave  birth. 
Not  to  the  brighteft  Monarch  upon  earth, 
Becaufe  there  are  fome  brighter,  aqd  as  bigi 
Who  love  the  arts  that  man  exalt  to  heav'n  t 
GiORGE  loves  them  alfo,  when  they're  giv'n 
To  four-lcgg*d  gentry,  chriftcn'd  dog  and  pig,* 
Whofe  deeds  in  this  our  wonder-hunting  nation 
Prove  what  a  charming  thing  is  education. 

Full  of  the  art  of  brewing  beer, 

The  Monarch  heard  of  Whitbread^s  fame: 
Quoth  he  unto  the  Queen,  **  My  dear,  my  dear, 

"  Whitbread  hath  got  a  marvellous  great  name; 
'*  Charly,  wc  muft,  muft,  muft  fee  Whitbread 

brew — 
**  Rich  as  us,  Charly,  richer  than  a  Jew : 
**  Shame,  fhame,  we  have  not  yet  his  brewhoufe  fcen  !'* 
Thiis  fweetly  faid  the  King  unto  the  Queen  f 

Da  Red 

•  The  dancing  dogs  and  wife  pig  have  formed  a  confiderable 
part  of  the  royal  amufement. 
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Red  hot  with  novelty's  delightful  rage. 

To  Mifter  Whitbread  forth  he  fent  a  pagci 

To  fay  that  Majefty  propos'd  to  viewy 
With  third  of  wond'rous  knowledge  deep  inflam'cfy 
His  vats,  and  tubs,  and  hops,  and  hogfheads  £un'dj^ 

And  learn  the  noble  fecret  how  to  brew. 

Of  fuch  undreamt-of  honour  proud, 
Moft  rev'rently  the  Brewer  bow'd  j 
So  humbly  (fo  the  humble  ftory  goes) 
He  touch'd  e'en  terra  firma  with  his  nofe^ 

Then  faid  unto  the  page,  hight  Billy  Ramus, 
"  Happy  are  we  that  our  great  King  ftiould  name  us^ 
•*  As  worthy  unto  Majefty  to  fhew, 
**  How  we  poor  Chifwell  people  brew'^ 

Away  fprung  Billy  Ramus  quick  as  thought; 
To  Majefty  the  welcome  tidings  brought. 

How  Whitbread  ftaring  ftood  like  any  ftakc^ 
And  trembled — then  the  civil  things  he  faid— 
On  which  the  King  did  finile  and  nod  his  head; 

For  Monarchs  like  to  foe  their  fubjefts  %uake:f 

Such 
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S«ch  horrors  unto  Kings  moft  pleafant  are. 

Proclaiming  reverence  and  humility : 
High  thoughts  too  all  thofe  (haking  fits  declare 

Of  kmgly  grandeur  and  great  capability  i 

People  of  vrorfhip,  wealth,  and  birtji. 
Cook  on  the  humbler  fons  of  earth. 

Indeed  in  a  moft  humble  light,  God  knows! 
High  ftations  are  like  Dover^s  tow'ring  clifl^, 
Whene  Ihips  below  appear  like  little  fkifFs, 

The  people  walking  on  the  ftrand,  like  crows. 

Muic,  fmg  the  ftir  that  happy  Whitbre^d  made; 
Poor  gendeman !  moft  terribly  afraid 

He  ihould  not  charm  enough  his  guefts  divine : 
Jic  gave  hb  maids  new  aprons,  gowns,  and  fmocks ; 
And  lo !  two  hundred  pounds  were  fpent  in  frocks^ 

To  make  th'  apprentices  and  draymen  fine : 

Bufy  as  horfes  in  a  field  of  clover. 

Dogs,  cats,  and  chairs,  and  ftools  were  tumbled  over^ 

Amidft  the  Whitbread  rout  of  preparation, 

fo  trpat  the  lofty  Ruler  of  the  nation, 

P  3  Now 
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Now  mov*d  King,  Queen,  and  Princefles  fo  graildji 

To  vifit  die  firfl:  Brewer  in  the  land  j 

Who  fometimes  fwiUs  his  beer  and  grinds  his  meat 

In  a  fnug  corner  chriften'd  Chifwell-ftreeti 

But  oft'ner,  charm'd  with  faftiionable  air, 

Amidft  the  gaudy  Qreat  of  Portman-fquare, 

Lord  AvLSsfiURV,  and  Denbioh's  Lord  alfp^ 
His  Grace  the  Duke  of  Montague  likewift^ 

With  Lady  Harcokrt,  join'd  the  rarce-lhow. 
And  fix'd  all  Smithfield's  marv'ling  eyes : 

For  lo !  a  greater  fhow  ne-er  grac'd  thofe  quarters. 

Since  Mary  roafted,  juft  like  crabs,  the  martyrs. 

Arriy'd,  the  King  broad  grinned,  and  gave  a  nod 
To  fmiling  Whitbread,  who,  had  God 

Come  with  his  angels  to  bjehold  his  beer. 
With  more  relpeft  he  never  could  have  met— • 
Indeed  the  man  was  in  a  fweat. 

So  much  the  Brewer  did  the  King  rcyere» 

Her  Majesty  contrived  to  make  a  dip : 
Light  as  a  feather  then  the  King  did  Ikip, 
Andafk'd  a  thoufand  queftions,  with  a  laugh. 
Before  poor  Whitbread  comprehended  half. 

Reader! 
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Reader !  my  Ode  fliould  have  a  Jimik-^ 
Well !  in  Jamaica,  on  a  tamarind  tree. 

Five  hundred  parrots,  gabbling  juft  like  Jews, 
I've  fecn — fuch  noife  the  feathered  imps  did  make. 
As  made  my  y try  peruranium  ache— 

Afking  and  telling  parrot  news : 

Thus  was  the  brewhoufe  fill'd  with  gabbling  noife, 
Whilft  draymen,  and  the  Brewer's  boys. 

Devoured  the  queftions  that  the  King  did  afk : 
In  difPrent  parties  were  they  (taring  feen. 
Wondering  to  thin)c  they  faw  a  King  and  ^eenl 

Behind  a  tub  were  fome,  and  fome  behind  a  cafk» 

Some  draymen  forced  themlclvcs  (a  pretty  luncheon) 
Into  the  mourfi  of  many  a  gaping  puncheon ; 
And  through  the  bung-hole  wink'd  with  curious  eye. 
To  view,  and  be  affur'd  what  fort  of  things 
Were  Princefles,  and  Queens,  and  Kings, 
For  whofe  moft  iofiy  ftation  thoufands  figh ! 
And  lo !  of  all  the  gap'ing  puncheon  clan. 
Few  were  the  mouths  that  had  not  got  a  man ! 

Now  Majesty  into  a  pump  fo  deep 
Did  with  an  opera-glafs  ib  curious  peep ; 

D  4  Examining 
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Examining  with  care  each  wond-rous  nwttcr 
That  brought  up  water  ! 

Thu3  have  I  fecn  a  magpie  in  the  ftrcct, 
A  chatt'ring  bird  wc  often  meet, 
A  bird  for  curiofity  well  known; 

With  head  awry. 

And  cunning  eye. 
Peep  knowingly  into  a  marrow-bon«. 

And  now  his  curious  M — — y  did  ftoop 

To  count  the  nails  on  cv'ry  hoop; 

And  lo !  no  fingle  dung  came  in  his  way^ 

That,  fiill  of  deep  refearch,  he  did  not  fay, 

*^  What's  tliis?  has,  ha5?  what's  that?  what's  this?- 

what's  that  ?" 
Sp  quick  the  words  too,  when  he  dcignM  to  fpcak. 
As  if  each  fyllablc  would  break  its  neck. 

Thus,  to  the  world  of  gr&af  whilft  others  crawl. 
Our  Sov'reign  peeps  into  the  world  of /mall: 
Thus  microfcopic  geniuses  explore 

Things  that  too  oft  provoke  the  public  fcorn  j 
Yet  fwell  of  ufeful  knowledges  the  ftorc. 

By  finding  fyftcms  in  a  pq)pcr-com. 

Now 
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Now  boafting  Whitbread  ferious  did  declare. 
To  make  the  Majcfty  of  England  ftare> 
That  he  had  butts  enough,  he  knew, 
Plac'd  fide  by  fide,  to  reach  along  to  Kewt 
On  which  the  King  with  wonder  fwiftly  cry'd, 
^*  What,  if  :riiey  reach  to  Kcw  then,  fide  by  fide, 

"  What  would  they  do,  what,  what,  plac'd  end  tQ 
end?'' 
To  whom,  with  knitted  calculating  brow. 
The  Man  of  Beer  moft  folemnly  did  vow, 

Almoft  to  Windfor  that  they  would  extend} 
On  which  the  King,  with  wond'ring  mien, 
Repeated  it  unto  the  wond'ring  Queen : 
On  which,  quick  tufning  round  his  halter'd  head. 
The  Brewer's  horfe,  with  fiice  aftonifli*^,  neigh'd  j 
The  Brewer's  dog  too  pour'd  a  note  of  thunder. 
Rattled  his  chain,  and  wagg*d  his  tail  for  wonder, 

Now  did  the  King  for  other  beers  enquire. 
For  Calvert's,  Jordan's,  Thrale's  entire  j 
And,  afiier  talking  of  thefe  difPrent  beers, 
Afk'd  Whitbread  if  his  porter  equalled  theirs  ? 

This  was  a- puzzling,  difagreeing  queftion, 
Gradng  like  arfenic  on  his  hoft's  digeftiofij 

A  kind 
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A  kind  of  qucftlon  to  the  Man  of  Cafk 
That  not  ev'n  Solomon  hunfelf  would  afk« 

Now  Majefty,  alive  to  knowledge,  took 
A  very  pretty  memorandum-book^ 
With  ^ded  leaves  of  affes*  fkin  fo  white. 
And  m  it  le^bly  begaa  to  write— 

Memorandum. 

A  charming  place  beneath  the  grates 
For  roaiting  chefnuts  or  potates* 

Tis  hops  that  give  a  bitternefs  to  beer- 
Hops  grow  in  Kent,  fays  Whitbread,  and  elfcwherc. 

Is  there  no  cheaper  ftuflF?  where  doth  it  dwell  ? 
•   Would  not  horfe-aloes  bitter  it  as  well  ? 

Mem. 
To  try  it  foon  on  our  fmall  beer — 
'Twill  fave  us  fev'ral  pounds  a  year* 

4  Mem. 
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Mem. 
To  remember  to  forget  to  aflc 
Old  Whitbrbad  to  my  houfe  one  day* 

Mem. 
Not  to  forget  to  take  of  beer  the  caik. 
The  Brewer  offered  me,  away* 

Now  having  pencilPd  his  remarks  fo  fhrewdj 
Sharp  as  the  point  indeed  of  a  new  pin^ 

His  Majefty  his  watch  mod  fagely  view'dj 
And  then  put  up  his  ailes'  fkin. 

To  Whitbread  now  deigned  Majefty  to  lay, 

f*  Whitbrsadj  are  all  your  horfes  fond  of  hay  ?'* 

"  Yes,  pleafe  your  Majefty,*'  in  humble  notes. 

The  Brewer  anfwer'd — "  alfo.  Sir,  of  oats: 

*'  Another  thing  my  horfes  too  maintains, 

"  And  that,  an't  pleafe  your  Majefty,  are  gr^ns/' 

*'  Grains,  grains,*'  {aid  Majefty,  ^  to  fill  their  crons  ? 
"  Grains,  gnuns  ? — that  comes  from  hops—- yes,  hops, 
hops,  hops?** 

Here 
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Here  was  the  King,  like  hpunds  fomerimes,  at  fault— • 
*'  Sire,**  cry'd  the  humble  Brewer,  **  giye  me  leave 
*^  Your  facred  Majefly  to  undeceive : 

^  Grains,  Sire,  are  never  made  from  hops,  but  malt/* 

^  True,"  faid  the  cautious  Monarch,  with  a  fmilc; 
^'  From  malt,  nfialt,  malt — I  meant  malt  all  the  while.** 
**  Yes,**  with  the  fweeteft  bow,  rcjoin'd  die  Brewer, 
^  An't  pleafe  your  Majefly,  you  did,  Tm  fure/' 
•*  Yes,**  anfwer*d  Majefly,  with  quick  reply^ 
f'  I  did,  I  did,  -I  did,  I,  I,  I,  I,*' 

Now  this  was  wife  in  Whitbriad — here  wc  find 

A  very  pretty  knowledge  of  mankind : 

As  Monarchs  never  muft  be  in  the  wrong, 

'Twas  really  a  bright  thought  in  Whitbrbad*8  tonguei 

To  tell  a  little  fib,  or  fome  fuch  thing. 

To  fave  the  finking  credit  of  a  King, 

Soms  Bxcffen,  in  the  rage  of  information^ 
Prgud  to  inftruft  the  Ruler- of  a  Nation, 

Had  on  the  folly  dtvilt,  to  fcem  damn*d  clever ! 
No^j  ^h^^  had  been  the  coniequence  ?  Too  |)lain  { 
The  man  had  cut  hb  confequence  in  twainis 

The  King  had  hated  the  wi/0  fool  for  ever ! 

Reader, 
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keader,  whene'er  thou  doft  cfpy  a  nofc 

That  blight  with  many  a  ruby  glows. 

That  nofc  thou  may'ft  pronounce,  nay  fafely  fweaiV 

Ii  nurs'd  on  fometlung  better  than  fitiall-beer: 

Thus  when  thou  findeft  Kings  in  brewing  wife. 
Or  Nat'ral  Hift'ry  holding  lofty  ftation. 

Thou  may'ft  conclude,  with  marv'ling  eyes. 
Such  Kings  have  had  a  goodly  education/ 

Now  did  the  King  admire  the  bell  fo  finef^ 
That  daily  a(ks  the  draymen  all  to  dine ; 
On  which  the  bcU.rung  out,  (how  very  proper  f) 
To  Ihow  it  was  a  bell^  and  had  a  clapper^ 

And  now  before  their  Sovereign's  curious  eye. 
Parents  and  children,  fine,  &t,  hopeful  (prigs. 

All  Inuflfiitg,  fcjumting,  grunting  in  their  ftye, 
Appcar'd  the  Brewer's  tribe  of  handfome  pigs  t 

On  which  th*  obfervant  man,  who  fills  a  throne. 

Declared  the  pigs  were  va£kly  like  his  own : 

On  which  the  Brewer,  Iwaliow'd  up  in  joys. 
Tears  and  altonUhment  in  both  his  eyes. 
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His  foul  brim  full  of  fentiments  fo  loyal. 

Exclaimed,  '^  O  heav'ns  I  and  can  my  fwine 

"  Be  dcem'd  by  Majcfly  fo  fine ! 
*^  Heavens!  can  my  pigs  compare.  Sire,  with  pigs 
To  which  the  King  aflented  with  a  nod :        f  Jx)yal  !'* 
On  which  the  Brewer  bow'd,  and  faid,  "  Good  God  V* 
Then  wink*d  fignificant  on  Miss  j 
Significant  of  wonder  and  of  blifs ; 

Who,  bridling  in  her  chin  divine> 
Crofs'd  her  fair  hands,  a  dear  old  maid. 
And  then  her  loweft  curtTy  made 

For  fuch  hi^  honour  done  her  father's  (wine*. 

Now  did  his  Majefty  fb  gracious  fay 

To  Mifter  Whitbrbad,  in  his  flying  way, 

**  Whitbrbad,  d'ye  nick  th*  Excifemen  now  and 
then? 
"  HaB,WHiTBRBAD,whcn  d'ye  think  to  leave  ofTtrade? 
•*  Hse?  what?  Mifs  Whitbread's  ftiU  a  maid,  a  maid? 

"  What,  what's  the  matter  with  the  men  ? 

«« D*ye  hunt? — hae,  hunt ?  No,  no,  you  are  too  old^^ 
**  You'll  be  Lord  MayV — Lord  May'r  one  day— 
^  Yes,  yes,  Fvc  heard  fo— yes,  yes,  fo  I'm  told : 
.  ^  Don't,  don't  the  fine  for  Sheriff  payj 

ru 
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^  ni  prick  you  cv'iy  year,  man,  I  declare  t 
•'Yes,  Whitbrsad — yes,  yes — ^you  (hall  be  Lord 
May'r. 

^  Whitbrbad,  d*ye  keep  a  coach,  or  job  one,  pray? 
^  Job>  job,  that's  chcapcft ;  yes,  that's  bcft,  diat'sbcfh 
^  You  put  your  liv'rics  on  the  draymen~hje  ? 
"  Hae,  Whitbrsad  ?  You  have  fisither'dwcll  your 
ncft. 
^  What,  what's  the  price  now,  h«,  of  all  your  flxxrk  t 
**  Bu^  Whitbrsad,  what's  o'clock,  pray.  Meat's 
o'clock?" 

Now  WnfTBREAD  inward  laid,  '^  May  I  be  curft 
•*  If  I  know  what  to  anfwcr  firft  j" 

Then  fearchy  his  brains  with  ruminating  eye: 
But  ctr  the  Man  of  Malt  an  anfwer  found. 
Quick  on  his  heel,  lo.  Majesty  tum'd  round, 

Sk^'d  off,  and  baulk'd  the  honour  of  reply. 

Kings  in  inquifitivenefs  fhould  be  ftrong— * 

From  turiofity  doth  wifdom  flow : 
For  *tts  a  maxim  Tve  adopted  long. 

The  more  a  man  inquires,  the  more  he'll  know. 

Reader, 
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Reader^  cUdft  ever  fee  a  water-fpout  ? 

'  'Tis  poffiblc  that  thou  wilt  anfwer,  "  No7^ 

Well  then !  he  makes  a  moft  infernal  rout  j 

Sucks,  like  an  elephant,  the  waves  below^ 
With  huge  probofcis  reaching  from  rifie  (ky. 
As  if  he  meant  to  drink  the  ocean  dry : 
At  length  fo  full  he  can't  hold  one  drop  more— ^ 
He  burfts— down  rulh  the  waters  with  a  roar 
On  fome  poor  boat,  or  floop,  or  brig,  or  fliip/ 
And  almoft  finks  the  wanderer  of  the  deep  i 
Thus  have  I  feen  a  Monarch  at  reviews 
Suck  from  the  tribe  of  officers  the  ncws^ 
Then  bear  in  triumph  off  each  wond'rous  matter. 
And  foufe  it  on  the  Queen  with  fuch  a  clatter ! 

I  always  would  advife  folks  to  afk  queftions ; 

For,  truly,  queftions  are  the  keys  of  knowledges 
Soldiers,  who  forage  for  the  mind's  digcftionsi 

Cut  figures  at  th'  Old  Bailey,  and  at  Collegp; 
Make  Chancellors,  Chief  Juftices,  and  Judges, 
E'en  of  the  loweft  green-bag  drudges. 

The  fages  fay.  Dame  Truth  delights  to  dwellj  - 
Strange  manfion !  in  the  bottom  of  a  well. 

J  Q^cfUoiiri 
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Queftions  are  then  the  windlafs  and  the  rope 
That  pull  the  grave  old  gentlewoman  up : 
•  Damn  jokes  then,  and  unmannerly  fuggcftibns, 
ReSefting  upon  Kings  for  afking  queftions. 

Now  having  well  employed  his  royal  lungs 

On  nails,  hoops,  (laves,  pumps>  barrels,  and  their  bungs, 

The  King  and  Co.  fat  down  to  a  collation 

Of  flefli,  and  fifh,  and  fowl  of  ev*ry  nation. 

Dire  was  the  clang  of  phites,  of  knife  and  fork. 

That  merc'lefs  fell  like  tomahawks  to  work. 

And  fearlefe  fcalp*d  the  fowl,  the  filh,  and  cattle, 

Whilft  Whitbrbad,  in  the  rear,  beheld  the  battle. 

The  conquering  Monarch,  (topping  to  take  breath 
Amidft  the  regiments  of  death, 

Now  tum*d  to  Whitbre AD  with  complacent  round. 
And,  merry,  thus  addrefs'd  the  Man  of  Beer : 
'*  Whitbrbad,  is*t  true  ?  I  hear,  I  hear 

"  You're  of  an  ancient  family — rcnown'd— 
**  What?  what ?  Tm  told  that  you're  a  limb 

Vol.  II.  E  "Of 

•  This  alludes  to  the  late  Dr.  Johafon's  laugh  on  a  Great 
hthntige,  for  a  laudable  coriofity  in  die  Queen's  library  fomc 
|ean  fince. 
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"  Of  PyM,*  the  famoiis  fellow  Pym  : 
"  What,  Whitbread,  is  it  trup  what  people  fay  ? 
"  Son  of  a  Round-head  are  you  ?  hae  ?  hae  ?  has  ? 
*'  Tm  told  that  you  fend  Bibles  to  your  votes— 

"  A  fnuffling  round-headed  fociety — 
**  Pray'r-books  inftead  of  cafh  to  buy  them  coats— 

"  Bunyans,  and  Pra£tices  of  Piety : 
*'  Your  Bedford  votps  would  wilh  to  change  their  fere- 
**  Rather  fee  caflir—yes,  yes— than  books  of  pray-r. 
"  Thirtieth  of  January  don't  you  feed? 
**  Yes,  yes,  you  eat  calfs  head,  you  eat  calf s  head/* 

Now  having  wonders  done  on  flelh,  fowl^  fifli. 
Whole  hofts  o'ertiirn'd — and  feiz'd  on  all  fuppliesi 

The  royal  vifitors  exprefs*d  a-wifli 

To  turn  to  Houfe  of  Buckingham  their  eyes : 

But  firft  the  Monarcli,  fo  polite, 

Aflc'd  Mifter  Whitbrbad  if  he'd  be  a  Knigbt. 

Unwilling  in  the  lift  to  be  enroU'd, 
Whitbrbad  contemplated  the  Knights  of  Pig, 
Then  to  his  generous  Sovereign  made  a  leg, 

And  faid,  **  He  was  afraid  he  was  too  old* 

''  He 

•  His  Majelty  here  made  a  miiUke-*PYM  was  his  wife's 
relation. 
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*'  He  riiank*d  however  his  moft  gracious  King, 
"  For  ofiering  to  make  him^/ucb  a  Thing  J' 

But  ah !  a  diOTrent  reafon  *twas,  I  fear ! 
It  was  not  age  that  bade  the  Man  of  Beer 

The  proflfer*d  honour  of  the  Monarch  fhun: 
The  tale  of  Margaret's  knife,  and  royal  fright. 
Had  alnnoft  made  him  damn  the  name  of  Knight, 

A  tale  that  farrow'd  fuch  a  world  of  fun. 

He  mock'd  the  pray'r*  too  by  the  King  appointed, 

Er'n  by  himfclf  the  Lord's  Anointed : 

A  foe  to  f aft  too,  is  he,  let  me  tell  ye ; 
And,  though  a  Prelbyterian,  cannot  think 
Heav*n  (quarrelling  with  meat  and  drink) 

Joys  in  the  grumble  of  a  hungry  belly ! 

Now  from  the  table  with  Csefarean  air 
Up  rofe  the  Monarch  with  his  laurcU'd,  brow. 

When  Mifter  Whitbread,  waiting  on  his  chair, 
Exprefs'd  much  thanks,  much  joy,  and  made  a  bow. 
£  a  Mifs 

*  For  the  miracolous  efcape  from  a  poor  innocent  infane 
woman,  wbo  only  held  out  a  fmall  knife  in  a  piece  of  white 
paper,  for  her  Sovereign  to  vUw, 
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Mils  Whitbread  now  fo  thick  her  curtfies  dropii 
Thick  as  her  honour'd  fether's  Kcntifti  hops ; 
Which  hoplike  curtfies  were  returned  by  dips 
That  never  hurt  the  royal  knees  and  hips  j 

For  hips  and  knees  of  Queens  arc  lacred  tlungs^ 
That  only  bend  on  gala  days 

Before  the  beft  of  Kings, 
When  Odes  of  triumph  found  his  praife.— 

Now  through  a  thundVing  peal  of  kind  huzzas. 
Proceeding  fomc  from  *hir*d  and  unKir*d  jaws^ 
The  raree-fhow  thought  proper  to  retires 

Whillt 

*  When  his  Majesty  go^  to  a  playhonfey  or  brewhoufcj  of 
parliament,  the  Lord  Chambbrlain  provides  Tome  pounds- 
worth  of  Mob  to  huzza  their  beloved  Monarch.  At  the  Play- 
houfe  about  forty  wide-mouthed  fellows  are  hired  on  the  night 
of  their  Majedies  apearance,  at  two  (hillings  and  fixpence  fir 
head,  with  the  liberty  of  feeing  the  play  gratis.  Thcfe  Srtif- 
TORS  arc  placed  in  different  parts  of  the  Theatre,  who,  imme* 
d  lately  on  the  Royal  entry  into  the  Stage  Box,  fet  up  their  howt 
of  loyalty  i  to  whom  their  Majedies,  with  fweeted  fmiles,  ac- 
knowledge the  obligation  by  a  genteel  bow,  and  an  elegant 
curtfy.  This  congratulatory  noife  of  the  Stektors  is  looked 
on  by  many,  particularly  country  Indies  and  gentlemen,  ai  an 
infallible  thcrmomelcr,  afcertiiining  the  warmth  of  the  na*- 
lional  regard.  5 
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Whilft  Whitbread  and  his  daughter  fair 
Surveyed  all  Chifwcll-ftrect  \yith  lofty  air ; 
For,  lo,  they  felt  themfdves  fomc  fix  feet  higher ! 


Such,  Thomas,  is  the  way  to  write ! 
Thus  fhouldft  thou  Birth-day  Songs  indite; 
Then  ftick  to  earth,  and  leave  the  Jofty  (ky : 
No  more  of  ti  turn  turn,  and  ti  turn  ti. 

Thus  fhbuld  an  honeft  Laureat  write  of  Kings-* 

Not  praife  them  for  imaginary  things : 

I  own  I  cannot  make  my  ftubborn  rhyme 

Call  cv'ry  King  a  character  fublime; 

For  Conscience  will  not  fyfFer  me  to  wander 

So  very  widely  from  the  paths  of  Candour. 

I  know  full  well  /ome  Kings  are  to  be  feen. 

To  whom  my  verfe  fo  bold  would  give  the  Ipleen, 

Should  that  bold  verfe  declare  they  wanted  hrdins. 
I  won't  lay  that  they  never  brain  poffcfs'd-r- 
Thcy  may  have  heen  with  fuch  a  prefcnt  blefs*d. 

And  therefore  fancy  that  fome  ftill  remains  j 

E  3  For 
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For  ev*ry  well-cxperienc'd  furgeon  knows     • 
That  men  who  with  their  legs  have  parted, 

Sivear  they  have  felt  a  pain  in  all  their  toeiy. 
And  often  at  the  twinges  ftarted ; 

Then  ftar'd  upon  their  oaken  (lumps,  in  vain ! 

Fancying  the  toes  were  all  come  back  again. 

If  men  then,  who  their  abfent  toes  have  moum'd. 
Can  fancy  thofe  fame  toes  at  times  return'dj 
So  Kings,  in  matters  of  intelligences, 
May  fancy  they  have  ftumbled  on  their  fenfcs. 

Yes,  Tom — mine  is  the  way  of  writing  Ode- 
Why  lifteft  thou  thy  pious  eyes  to  God  ? 
Strange  difappointment  in  thy  looks  I  read; 

And  now  I  hear  thee  in  proud  triumph  cry, 
"  Is  this  an-adlion,  Peter,  this  a  deed 

"  To  raife  a  Monarch  to  the  Iky  ? 
^*  Tubfc  porter,  pumps,  vats,  all  the  Whitbae. 

*'  throng, 
**  Rare  things  to  figure  in  the  Muse's  fong  !'* 

Thomas,  I  here  proteft  I  want  no  quarrels 
On  Kings  and  Brewers,  porter,  pumps  and  barrels 

4  ] 
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Far  from  the  dove-like  Peter  be  fuch  ftrife ! 
But  this  I  tell  thee,  Thomas,  for  a  faft — 
Thy  Csefar  never  did  an  act 
More  wife,  more  glorious  in  his  life. 

Now  God  preferve  all  wonder-hunting  Kings, 
Whether  at  Windfor,  Buckingham,  or  Kew-houfej 

And  may  they  never  do  more  foolilh  things 
Than  vifiting  Sam  Whitbread  and  his  brewhoufe ! 
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■  i^LIFE  I  Thomas,  what  hath  fwallow'd  all  the  praifc  ? 
I       Of  royal  virtues  not  the  flighteft  mention ! 

'  Strung,  like  mock  pearl,  fo  lately  on  thy  lays  I 
I       Tell  mc,  a  bankrupt,  Tom,  is  thy  invention? 

.    How  couldfl:  thou  (b  thy  Patron's  fame  forget, 
I    As  not  to  pay,  of  praife,  the  annual  debt  ? 

Whitehead  and  Cjbber,  all  the  Laureat  throng; 

To  Fame's  fiiir  Temple,  twice  a  year,  prefcnted 

Some  royal  virtues,  real  or  invented, 
I       In  all  the  grave  fublinnity  of  fong. 

Heralds 
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Heralds  fo  kind,  for  many  a  chance-bom  Wight, 
Creeping  from  cellars,  juft  like  fnails  from  earth. 

Or  moles,  or  field-mice,  dealing  into  light. 
Forge  Arms,  to  prove  a  loftinefs  of  birth ; 

Tracing  of  each  ambitious  Sir  and  Madam 

The  branches  to  the  very  trunk  of  Adam. 

Then  why  not  thou,  the  herald,  Tom,  of  rhyme. 
Still  bid  thy  Royal  Mafter  foar  fublime  ? 
Bards  (hine  in  fidlion ;  then  how  flight  a  thing 
To  make  a  coat  of  merit  for  a  King  I 

Know,  General  Carpenter  had  been  a  theme 
For  fumifliing  a  pretty  lyric  dream ; 

Oncez  monopolift  of  nod  and  fmilcj 
Of  btoken  fentcncts  and  queftions  rare. 
Of  fnipfnap  whilpers  fweet,  and  grin,  and  ftare. 

For  which  thy  Muse  would  travel  many  a  miltf. 

But.lo!  the  General,  for  a  crying  fin. 
Loft  broken  fentences,  and  nod,  and  grin. 

And  ftare  and  fnipfnap  of  the  beft  of  Kings; 
The  fin,  the  crying  fin,  of  rambling 
Where  Ofnaburgh's  good  Biftiop,  gambling, 

Lcrfl  fome  few  golden  feathers  from  his  wings  5 

Which 
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Which  made  th'  unlucky  General  run  and  drown-^ 
Such  were  the  horrors  of  the  royal  frown ! 
For  lo !  His  M       >y  moft  roundly  fworc 
He*d  nod  to  General  Carpentsr  no  more. 

Oh !  glorious  love  of  all-commanding  money) 
Dear  to /ofn^  Monarchs^  gs  to  Bruinj  honeys 
Dear  as  to  gamblers,  pigeons  fit  to  pluck ; 
Or  fliow'rs  to  hackney-coachmen  or  a  duck ! 

Thomas,  thy  lyrics  might  have  praised  the  King 
For  making  finners  mind  the  Sabbath  day. 

Bidding  the  idle  fons  of  pipe  and  ftriiig, 
Inftead  of  fcraping  jigs,  fing  pfalms  and  pray  j 

Thus  pioufly  (againft  their  inclination) 

Dragooning  fouls  unto  falvation. 

The  MoKARCH  gatrc  up  Mifter  Joah  Bati> 
With  that  fweet  nightingale  his  lovely  mate  $ 

Who  with  the  organ  and  one  fiddle 
Made  up  a  concert  every  Sunday  night : 
Thus  yielding  Majesties  fupreme  delight. 

Who  relifc  cheapnefs  e'en  in  tweedlc  twcedle* 


For 
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For  Nature  formcth  oft  a  kind 
Of  money-loving,  fcraping,  fave-all  mind. 
That  happy  gloricth  in  the  nat'ral  thought 
Of  getting  every  dung  for  nought : 

From  Delhi's  diamonds  to  a  Briftol  ftoncj 
From  royal  eagles  to  a  fqualling  parrot; 

From  bulls  of  Bafan  to  a  marrow-bone; 
From  rich  ananas  to  a  mawkifti  carrot : 

And  getting  things  for  nought,  we  all  muft  fay. 

If  not  the  nolflejiy  is  the  cheapefi  way. 

And  often  Nature  manufedtures  fluff 
That  thinks  it  never  hath  enough ; 
Hoarding  up  trcafure — never  once  enjoying— 

Such  is  the  compofition  oi  fame  fouls  ! 
Like  jackdaws  all  their  cunning  art  employing, 

In  hiding  knives,  and  forks,  and  fpoons  in  holes. 

Lo !  by  the  pious  Monarch's  Proclamation^ 
The  courtier  Amateurs  of  this  fair  narion 

On  Sundays  con  their  Bibles — make  no  riot— 
The  ftubbom  Uxbridoe,  mufic-loving  Lord, 
Pays  dumb  obedience  to  the  royal  word. 

And  bids  the  inftruments  lie  quiet. 

Swat 


I 
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iSweet  Miftrefs  Walsingham  is  forc'd  to  pray. 
And  turn  her  eyes  up,  much  againft  her  will; 

Sandwich  fings  pfalms  too,  in  his  pious  way; 
And  Lady  Youno  forbears  the  tuneful  trill ; 

And  very  politic  is  Lady  Young: 

A  hufband  muft  not  fuiFer  for  a  fong< 

The  gentle  Exeter  his  treat  gave  up. 
So  us'd  upon  the  fweet  repaft  to  fupi 
As  eager  for  his  Sunday's  quaver  difh. 
As  caXB  and  rav'nous  Aldermen  for  fifh^ 

Lord  Brudenell^  tooi  a  Lord  With  lofqr  nofe^ 
Bringing  to  mind  a  vcrfe  the  world  well  knows ; 

Againft  fublimity  that  rather  wars ;  - 
Wluch  in  an  almanack  all  eyes  may  fee : 
^  Goo  gave  to  mian  an  upright  form,  that  ht 
'*  Might  view  the  liars/' 

I  fay  this  watchful  Lord,  who  bos^s  the  knackj 

BcWnd  His  Sacred  Majefty's  great  back. 
Of  placing  for  his  laiter  end  2l  chair 

Better  than  any  Lord  (fo  fays  Fame's  trump) 

That  ever  waited  on  the  royal  rump. 
So  fwift  his  motions,  and  fo  fweet  tus  aif  ^ 
Yql.  II.  F  Who, 

/ 


i6  BROTHER    PETER 

Who,  if  His  Majcfty  but  cough  or  hiccup. 
Trembles  for  fear  the  King  fhould  kick  upi 
Drops,  widi  concern,  his  jaw — y/Arh.  horror  freezes— 
Or  fmiles  *^  God  blcfe  you.  Sire,"  whene'er  he  fheezes  \ 
This  Lord,  I  fay,  uprais'd  his  convert  chin. 
And  curs'd  the  concert  for  a  crying  fin. 

King  Watklyn,  from  the  land  of  leeks  and  chcefe. 

With  fighs,  forbore  his*  bafe  to  feize ; 
With  huge  concern  he  dropp'd  his  Sunday  airs. 
And  grumbled  out  in  JVelJh  his  thanklefe  pray' A. 

The  bafs,  indeed,  TV  Deum  fung. 

Glad  on  the  willows  to  be  hung. 

And  really  'twas  a  very  nat'ral  cafe- 
Poor,  inoffenfive  bals ! 
For  when  King  Watkyn  fcrubbeth  him — alack  J 
The  inftrument,  like  one  upon  the  rack, 
Sendcth  forth  horrid,  Inquifition  groans ! 
Enough  to  pierce  the  hearts  of  ftones !     * 

Thus  though  in  concert  politics  the  Knight 
Battled  with  Miftrcls  Walsingham  eutrigbti 
Yet  both  agreed  to  lift  their  palms, 
Not  m  hoftilidcs,  but  finging  pfahra* 

4  Sal*sburv 


to  iit6tH¥k  toM^  6i 

Sal^sAurV  Mfas  ailfo  ordered  to  reform^ 

Who,  with  my  Lady,  thought  it  vaftly  odd. 

Thus  to  be  forced,  like  failors  in  a  ftorm, 
Againft  their  wills  ^o  pray  to  God^ 

Thus  did  the  royal  mandate,  through  the  town, 
Knock  iKarly  all  the  Sunday  concerts  down ! 
Great  aft !  ere  long  'twill  be  a  fm  and  fhame 
For  cats  to  warble  out  an  amVous  flame  1 
Dogs  (hall  be  whipp'd  for  making  love  on  Sunday, 
Who  very  well  may  put  it  off  to  Monday* 

Nay,  more  the  royal  piety  to  prove, 
And  aid  the  purelt  of  all  pure  religions. 
To  Bridewell  (hall  be  fent  all  cooing  pigeons. 

And  cocks  and  hens  be  la(hM.fbr  making  love: 
Sparrows  and  wrens  be  (hot  from  bams  and  houfes. 
For  being  barely  civil  to  then*  Ipoufcs. 

Poor  Sir  Johw  Dick  was,  lamb-like,  heard  to  bleat 
At  lofing  fuch  a  Sunday's  treat — 
Sir  JoHW,  the  happy  owner  of  a  fiar — 
Which  radiant  honour  on  furtouts  he  ftitches  \ 

Lamenting  &fhion  doth  not  ftittch  fo  far 
As  iewinp;  them  on  waiftcoats  and  on  brteches ; 

F  2  Whigh 
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Which  thus  would  pour  a  blaze  of  filver  dajr^ 
And  make  the  Knight  a  peffeft  milky  way. 

Yet  Hampden,  Cholmond'ly,  thofe  finful  (bavcrt^ 
Rebellious,  riot  in  their  Sabbath  quavers ; 
Thus  flying  in  the  face  of  our  great  King, 
Profane  God's  rejling  day  with  wind  and  ftring ; 
Whilft  on  the  Terrace,  'midfl:  his  German  band^ 
On  Sunday  evenings  George  is  pleas'd  to  ftand; 
Contented  with  a  Jimple  tunc  alone,  - 
"  God  fave  great  George  our  King,"  or  Bobbing  Joan^ 

Whilft  Cherubs,  leaning  from  their  ftarry  height^ 
Wink  at  each  other,  and  enjoy  the  fights 

And  Satan,  from  a  lurking  hole. 

Fond  of  ^  feeming-godly  foul. 
His  eyes  and  ears  fcarcc  able  to  beljevcj 
X^ughs  in  his  fleeve.. 

Stay,  Mufe— the  mention  of'  the  German  band 
Bringeth  a  talc  opprcffivc  to  my  hand,- 
Relating  to  a  tribe  of  German  boys, 
Whofc  horrid  fortune  made  fome  litsk  noife ; 
Sent  for  to  take  of  Englilhmen  the  places, 
Who,  gall'd  by  fuch  hard  treatment^  made  wry  fac«s# 

Sent 
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Sent  for  they  were,  to  feed  in  fields  of  clover. 
To  fiwift  upoij  the  Coldftream  regiment's  fat : 

jSwift  with  their  empty  ftomachs  they  flew  over. 
And  wider  than  ^  KcvenhuUer  hat. 

But  ah !  their  knives  no  veal  nor  mutton  carv'd ! 

To  feafts  they  went  indeed,  but  went  and  ftarv'd! 

Their  Matters,  raptur'd  with  the  tuneful  treat. 

Forgot  muficians,  like  themfelves,  could  eat. 

Thus  the  poor  woodcock  leaves  Us  frozen  (hores. 

When  tyrant  Winter  'midft  his  tempefts  roars : 

Invited  by  our  milder  (ky,  he  roves ; 

Views  the  pure  ftrcams  with  joy,  and  flielt'ring  groves, 

And  in  one  hour,  oh !  fad  reverfe  of  fate ! 

Is  Ihot,  and  fmokes  upon  a  poacher's  plate ! 

Thus  ending  a  fwect  eplfodic  ftrain, 

I  turn,  dear  Thomas,  to  thy  Ode  again. 

What !  make  a  dilh  to  balk  thy  Mailer's  gums  \ 

A  pudding,  and  forget  the  plums ! 
Mercy  upon  us !  what  a  cook  art  thou ! 
Dry  e'en  already ! — what  a  lad  milch  cow !— ^ 
Who  gav'ft,  at  firft,  of  fame  Ibch  flowing  pails  !-^ 
Say,  Thomas>  wb%t  thy  lyric  u4der  ails  ? 

F  3  Since 
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Since  truth  belongs  not  to  thiC  laurcat  trade, 

'Tis  ftrangCi  'tis  piffling  ftrangc,  thou  didft  not  flatter : 

Speak — in  light  money  were  thjr  wages  paid  ? 
Or  was  thy  pipe  of  fack  half  fill'd  with  water  ? 

Or  haft  thou,  Tom,  been  chpated  of  thy  dues  ? 

Or  hath  a  qualm  of  confcicncc  touch'd  thy  Mufc  ? 

Thou  might'ft  have  prais'd  for  digniiy  of  pride 
Difplay'd  not  long  ago  among  the  Cooks  : 
Searching  the  kitchen  with  fagacious  looks ; 

Wigs,  chriften'd  /craubes,  on  their  heads,  he  fpied» 

To  find  a  wig  on  a  cook's  head 

Juft  like  the  wig  that  grac'd  his  own, 

Was  verily  a  fight  too  dread ! — 
Enough  to  turn  a  King  to  ftone ! 

On  which,  in  language  of  his  very  b$ftj 
His  Majefty  his  royal  ire  exprefs'd, 
"  How,  how!  what!  Cooks  wear 7Jrrtf/<*i&^i  juft  like 

"  me!^ 
*^  Strange !  ftrange !  yes,  yes,  I  fee,  I  fee,  I  fee— 
*'  Fine  fellows  to  weai^  fcratches !  yes,  no  doubt — 
^*  ru  have  no  more— no  more  whep  mine's  worn  out — 

Ha? 
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**  Hae  ?  pretty !  pretty !  pretty  too  it  looks 
"  To  fee  IW7  foatches  upon  Cooks  V* 

And  lo !  as  he  had  threatcn'd  all  fo  big. 

As  icon  as  ever  he  wore  out  the  wig. 

He  widi  a  pig-iaii  deign'd  his  head  to  match ! 

Nor  mo^R  profan'd  his  temples  with  a  scratch  ! 

Thomas,  I  fee  my  fong  thy  feelings  grate — 
Thou  think'ft  I'm  joking;  that  the  King's  my  hate. 

The  world  may  call  me  liar,  but  fincerely 
I  love  him— for  a  partner,  love  him  dearly ; 
Whilft  his  great  name  is  on  the  ferme^  Vm  furc 
My  credit  with  the  Public  is  fecure. 

Yes,  beef  fliall  grace  my  (pit,  and  ale  fhall  flow. 
As  long  as  it  continues  George  and  Co*  -, 
That  is  to  fay,  in  plainer  metre, 

George  and  Peter.  * 

Ye^  as  fomc  little  money  I  have  made, 

I've  thoughts  of  turning  'Squire,  and  quitting  trade : 

This  in  my  mind  Tve  frequendy  revolv'd  a 

F  4  And 
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And  in  fix  months,  or  fo. 
For  all  I  know. 
The  partnerfhip  may  be  diflblv'd. 

Whatever  thou  think'ft— howe'er  the  world  may  carp, 
Thomas,  I'm  for  fi-om  hating  our  good  King; 

Yes,  yes,  or  may  I  thrum  no  more  my  harp. 

As  David  fwore,  who  touch'd  fo  well  the  ftring— r 

No,  Tom  ;  the  idol  of  thy  fweet  devotion 

Excites  not  h  ate,  whatever  elfe  th*  emotion. 

To  write  a  book  on  the  Sublime,  I  own. 
Were  I  a  bookfcller,  I  would  not  hire  him ; 

Yet,  Ihould  I  bate  the  man  who  fills  a  throne, 
Bccaufe,  forfooth,  I  can't  admire  him  ? 

Hate  him,  becaufc,  ambitious  of  a  name, 
He  thinks  to  rival  e'en  the  Prince  in  fame? 
A  Prince  of  Science — in  the  arts  fo  chafte !— ^ 
A  giant  to  him  in  the  world  of  taftej 
Who  from  an  envious  cloud  one  day  fliall  fpring. 
And  prove  that  dignity  may  clothe  a  King, 

Who,  when  by  Fortune  fix'd  on  Britain's  thron?, 
\Vhertver  merit,  humble  plant,  is  Ihown, 

WiU 
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Willlhcd  around  that  plant  a  foft'ring  ray; 
Whofe  hand  (hall  ftretch  through  poverty's  pale  gloon) 
For  drooping  Genius,  finking  to  the  tomb. 

And  lead  the  blulhing  ftranger  into  day. 

Who  fcorns  (like  Jome)  to  chronicle  a  Ihilling, 
Once  in  a  twelvemonth  to  a  beggar  giv*n ; 

By  fuch  mean  charity  (Lord  help  'em)  willing 
To  go  as  cheap  as  poflible  to  Heav'n ! 

Uati  him,  becaufe,  untir'd,  the  Monarch  pores 
On  Handel's  manufcript  old  fcores. 
And  fcbemes  fuccefsful  daily  hatches^ 
For  faving  notes  o'erwhelm'd  with  fcratchcs  j 
Recovering  from  the  blotted^leayes 
Huge  cart-horfe  minims^  dromedary  Ireves ; 
Thus  faving  damned  bars  from  juft  damnation, 
fiy  way  of  Irighi'ning  Handel's  reputation  ? 
Who,  chann'd  with  eVry  crotchet  Handel  wrote, 
Hcav'd  into  Tot'nam  Street  each  heavy  note; 
And  forcing  on  the  houfe  the  tunelefs  lumber. 
Prove  half  to  doors^  the  other  h^f  to  flxwubcr  ? 

Halt 
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Hate  him,  becaufe  the  brazen  works  of  Wist, 
Jlis  eye  (in  wonder  loft)  united  views  ? 

Becaufe  his  walls,  with  taftdefs  trumpery  dreft, 
Robs  a  poor  fignpoft  of  its  dues  ? 

Hate  him,  becaufe  he  cannot  reft. 
But  in  the  company  of  Weft  ? 
Becaufe  of  modern  works  he  makes  a  jeft. 
Except  the  works  of  Miftcr  Weft  ? 

Who  by  the  public,  fain  would  have  careft 

The  works  alone  of  Miftcr  Weft ! 
Who  thinks,  of  painting,  truth  and  tafte,  the  teft. 
None  but  the  wondVous  works  of  Mifter  Weft ! 

Who  mockcth  poor  Sir  Joshua — cannot  bear  him; 
And  never  fufFcrs  Wilson's  landfcapes  near  him. 

Nor,  Gainsborough,  thy  delightful  girls  and  boys. 

In  rural  fcenes  fo  fweet,  amidft  their  joys. 

With  fuch  fimplicity  as  makes  us  Jlart^ 

Forgetting  'tis  the  work  of  art. 

Which  wonder  and  which  care  of  Mifter  West 

May  in  a  fimile  be  well  expreft : — 

A    SIMILI. 
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A      SIMILE. 


THUS  have  I  feen  a  child  with  fmiling  face, 
A  litdc  daifey  in  the  garden  place. 

And  ftrut  in  triumph  round  its  fev*ritc  flawV  j 
Gaze  on  the  leaves  with  infant  admiration,  ' 
Thinking  the  flow*r  the  fineft  in  the  nation. 

Then  pay  a  vifit  to  it  ev'ry  hour: 
Lugging  the  wat'ring  pot  about. 

Which  John  the  gard'ner  was  oblig'd  to  fill  j 
The  child,  fo  pleas'd,  would  pour  the  water  out. 

To  ftiow  its  marvellous  gard'ning  (kill ; 
Then  ftaring  round,  all  wild  for  praifes  panting, 
Tell  all  the  world  it  was  its  own  fweet  planting; 

And  boaft  away,  too  happy  elf. 

How  that  it  found  the  daifey  all,  itfelf ! 

ANOTHER     SIMILE. 

IN  fimile  if  I  may  fhine  agen — 
Thus  have  I  feen  a  fond  old  hen 

With  one  poor  miferabl^  chick, 
Buftling  about  a  farmer's  y^ ; 
Now  on  the  dunghill  lab^ouring  hard. 

Scraping  away  through  thin  and  thick 


Fluttering 
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Flutt'ring  her  fcathersr-r^making  fuch  a  noife ! 
Cackling  aloud  fuch  quantities  of  joys, 

As  if  tliis  chickj  to  which  her  egg  gave  births 
"Was  born  to  deal  prodigious  knocks. 
To  Ihinc  the  Brougbton  of  game  cocks. 

And  kill  the  fowls  of  all  the  earth ! 


E'EN  with  his  painter  let  the  King  be  bleft ; 
Egad !  cat,  drink,  and  fleep,  with  Miller  West  : 
Only  let  me,  excus'd  fronn  fuch  a  gucft, 
*Not  eat,  and  drink,  and  fleep  with  Miller  Wests 
And  as  he  will  not  pleafe  my  tz&c — no  never — 
I^ct  ne  not  give  him  to  the  world  as  clevfr: 
A  better  confcience  in  my  bofom  lies^ 
Than  imitate  the  fellow  and  his  flic5, 


THE  TOPER   AND  THE  FLIESL 

A  GROUP  of  topers  at  a  table  Ikt, 

With  punch  that  much  regales  the  thirfty  foul  \ 

Flies  foon  the  party  join'd,  and  join'd  the  chat. 
Humming,  and  pitching  round  the  mantling  bowl. 
S  At 
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At  length  thofe  flies  gat  drunk,  and,  for  their  fin^ 
Some  hundreds  loft  their  legs,  and  tumbled  in  -, 
And  fprawling  'midft  the  gulph  profound, 
like  Pharaoh  and  his  daring  hoft,  were  drown'd ! 

Wanting  to  drink— one  of  the  nrlert 
Dipp'd  from  the  bowl  the  drunken  hoft, 
And  drank— then  taking  care  that  none  were  loll:> 

He  put  in  cv'ry  mother's  fon  agen. 

Up  jump'd  the  bacchanalian  crew  on  this^ 
Taking  it  very  much  amifs— 

Swearing,  and  in  the  attitude  to  /miie: 
"  Lord  V  cry'd  the  ipan,  widi  gravely-lifted  eycs^ 
"  Though  I  don't  like  to  fwallow  flies, 

*'  1  did  not  know  but  others  might.'* 


Who  fays  I  hate  the  King,  proclaims  a  lie; 
E'en  new  a  royal  virtue  ftrikes  my  eye ! 
To  prove  th'  aflcrcion,  let  me  juft  relate 
The  King's  fubmiflion  tg  tlic  will  of  Fate. 


Whenever 
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Whefte^^r  in  hunts  the  Monarch  is  thrown  oiir> 
As  in  his  politics — 3,  common  thing ! 

Widi  fearching  eyes  he  ftares  at  firft  about^ 
Then  faces  the  misfortune  like  a  King  ! 

Hearing  no  news  of  nimble  Mifter  Stag, 

He  fits  like  Patibncb  grinning  on  his  nag! 

Now,  wifi3om-fraught>  his  curious  eyeballs  ken 
The  little  hovels  that  around  him  rife  t 
To  thefe  he  trots— of  hogs  furveys  the  (lyes. 

And  nicely  numbers  every  cock  and  hen. 

Then  afks  the  farmer's  wife  or  farmer's  maid. 
How  many  eggs  the  fowls  have  laid  1 
What's  in  the  oven — in  the  pot— the  crock ;     * 
Whether  'twill  rain  or  no,  and  what's  o'clock ; 
Thus  from  poor  hovels  gleaning  information. 
To  ferve  as  future  treafure  for  the  nation ! 

There,  terrier  like,  till  pages  find  him  out. 
He  pokes  his  moft  fagacious  nofe  about. 

And  feems  in  Paradife — like  that  fo  fam'di 
Liooking  like  Adam  too,  and  Eve  fo  firiri 
Sweet  fimpletons !  who,  though  fo  very  hare^ 

''  Were  (fays  the  Bible)  not  aJhanCdr 


Ne 
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No  man  binds  books  fo  well  as  George  the  ThircL 

By  thirft  of  leather  glory  fpurr*d. 

At  bookbinders  he  oft  is  feen  to  laugh-^ 

And  wond'rous  is  the  King  in  fheep  or  calf! 

But  feel  the  Prince  upon  fuch  labour  looks 
Faftidious  down,  and  only  readeth  books  !— 
Here  by  the  Sire  the  Son  is  much  furpaft ; 
Which  Fame  (hould  publifli  on  her  loudeft  blafil 

The  Kino  beats  Monmouth-Strect  in  caft-ofF  riches i 
That  is>  in  coats,  and  waiftcoats^  and  in  breeches ; 
Which,  draughted  once  a  year  for  foreign  ftations. 
Make  fine  recruits  to  ferve  fome  near  relations* 

But  lo !  the  Prince,  (hame  on  him  I  never  dreams 
Of  pretty  Jewifh,  economic  fchemes ! 
So  very  proud,  (Pm  gricv'd,  O  Tom,  to  tell  it) 
He'd  rather  ^ve  a  coat  away  tlian  Jell  it ! 

Fair  jufticc  to-the  Monarcli  muft  allow 
Prodigious  fcience  in  a  calf  or  cow ; 

And  wifdom  in  the  article  of  fwine ! 
What  moft  unufual  knowledge  for  a  King  1 
Becaufe  pig  wifdom  is  a  thing 

In  which  no  Sov'reigns  e*er  were  known  to  Jhine. 

Yet 
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Yet  who  will  think  I  am  not  telling  fibs  ? 

The  Prince,  who  Britain's  throne  in  time  fhallgfaecf^ 
Ke'er  finger'd,  at  a  fair,  a  bullock's  ribs. 

Nor  ever  ogled  a  pig's  face ! 
O  dire  difgrace !  O  let  it  not  be  known 
That  thus  a  fother  hath  excelled  a  fon4 


Truth  bids  me  own  that  I  can  brins: 
A  dozen  who  admire  the  King ; 
And  Ihould  he  dream  of  fetting  off  for  Hanovbr, 
As  dnce  he  faid  he  would,  to  fpite  Charles  Foxj 
Draw  ^11  his  little  money  from  thd  (locks. 
Shut  ^op,  and  cafry  ev'ry  pot  and  p'an  overj 

1  think — indeed  I'm  fure  I  know, 

That  dozen  would  not  let  him  go ; 

But  in  the  ftruggle  fpend  their  vital  breath. 

And  hug  their  idol,  probably  to  death; 

As  happened  to  a  Romifli  Pried — a  tale 

That,  whilft  I  tell  it,  almoft  a^rrts  me  pale«r 


m* 


I 
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THE    ROMISH    PRIEST. 

A     TALE. 

A  PARSON  in  the  neighbourhogd  of  Rome^ 
Some  years  ago— how  many,  I  don't  fay—* 

Handled  fo  well  his  heav'nly  broom, 
He  brufh'd,  like  cobwebs^  igs  away. 

Brightened  the  black  horizon  of  his  par^fti ; 
Gave  to  the  Prince  of  Darfcntess  fuqjr.hard  blows 
That  Satan  was  afraid  to  fhow  his  nofe 

(Except  in  hcllj  before  this  prieft  fo  warrifli ! 

To  teach  fplks  how  to  (hun  the  paths  of  evb. 
And  prove  a  niatch  for  Mifter  Devil, 
Was  conftantly  this  pious  m^n's  endeavour; 
And,  as  I've  faid  before,  the  man  was  clever. 

Red-hot  was  all  his  zeal — and  Fame  declares. 
He  gallop'd  like  a  hunter  o'er  his  pray'rs ; 
For  ever  lifting  to  the  clouds  his  forehead — 

Petitions  on  petitions  he  let  fly. 

Which  nothing  but  Barqarians  coilld  deny — 
Ib  (hort>  the  Saints  yi tit  to  compliance  worried. 

Vol.  II.  G  With 
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With  fhoulders,  arms,  and  hands,  this  Prieft  devoutj 

So  well  his  evolutions  did  perform ; 
His  pray'rs,  thofe  holy  fmall-lhot,  flew  about 

So  thick ! — it  feem'd  like  taking  Heav'n  by  Jiorm  f 

Without  one  atom  of  refleftion, 

No  candidate  at  an  cleftion 
Did  ever  labour  more,  and  fiimc,  and  fweatji 

To  make  a  fellow  change  his  coat. 

And  blefs  him  with  the  cafting  vote, 
•    Than  this  dear  man  fo  get  in  Heav'n  a  feat 
For  fouls  of  children,  women,  and  of  men : 
No  matter  which  the  fpecies— cock  or  hen ! 

Thus  did  he  not  like  that  vile  Jefuit  think 
Who  makes  us  all  with  horror  fhrink "; 

A  knave  high  meriting  Hell's  hottcft  coals  j 
Who  wrote  a  fliocking  book,  to  prove 
That  women,  charming  women,  form'd  for  love. 
Have  got  no  fouls ! 

Monflcr !  to  tliink  that  Woman  had  no  foul ! 

Ha !  haft  tboH  not  a  foul,  thou  pecrlefs  Maid, 
Who  bidft  my  rural  hours  with  rapture  roll  ? 

Whofe  beauties  charm  the  fhepherds  and  the  fhade! 

Yes, 
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Yes,  CvNTHiA,  and  for  fouls  like  thine. 
Fate  into  being  drew  yon  ftarry  Ipherc ; 

Then  kindly  lent  thy  form  divine. 

To  fhpw  what  wond'rous  biifs  inhabits  thefel 

In  (hort,  no  drayhorfe  ever  wofk'd  fo  hard. 

From  vaults,  to  drag  up  hogfhead,  tun,  or  pipe. 

As  this  gocid  Pricft,  to  drag,  for /mall  reward. 
The  fouls  of  finners  from  the  Devil's  gripe. 

Pleas'd  were  the  bigbeft  angels  to  exprcfi 
Their  wonder  at  his  fine  addrefs ; 

And  pow'r againft  the  Fien  d  who  makes  fuch  ftrife : 
Nay,  e'en  St.  Peter  faid,  to  whom  are  giv'n 
The  keys  for  letting  people  into  Heav'n, 

He  never  got  more  halfpence  in  his  life. 

'Twas  added  that  my  namejake  did  declare, 
(Peter,  the  porter  of  Heav'n  gate,  fo  trufly ;) 

That,  till  thisPrieft  appeared,  fouls  were  fo  rare. 
His  bunch  of  keys  was  abfolutely  rufty ! 

DiiGENTLEMEN  of  fortune  die. 

And  leave  the  Church  a  good  round  fum; 
Lo!  in  the  twinkling  of  an  eye. 

The  Parfon  frank'd  their  fouls  to  kingdom-come ! 
G  a  A  letter 
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A  letter  to  the  Porter,  or  a  word, 

Infur'd  admittance  to  the  Lord. 
Nor  flopped  thofe  fouls  an  inftant  on  the  road. 

To  take  a  ro^ft  before  they  entered  in; 
For,  had  they  got  the  plague^  'twas  faid  that  God 
Had  let  them  enter  without  quarantine. 

Well  then !  this  Parlbn  was  fo  much  admu-*d. 

So  fought,  fo  courted,  fo  dcfir'd, 
Thoufands  with  putrid  fouls,  like  putrid  meat. 

Came  for  his  holy  pickle,  to  be  fweet: 

Juft  as,  we  fee  old  hags,  with  jaws  of  carrion, 

Enter  the  fhop  of  Miller  Warren  ; 
Who  difappoints  that  highwayman  call'd  Time, 
(Noted  for  robbing  Ladies  of  their  prime). 
By  giving  Sixty-five's  pale,  wither'd  mien, 
The  blooming  rofes  of  Sixteen. 

Such  vaft  impreffions  did  his  fermons  make. 

He  always  kept  his  flock  awake — 
\n  Jummer  too — hear,  parfons,  this  ftrange  ne^^s. 
Ye  who  fo  often  preach  to  nodding  pews !  . 


A  neigh- 
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A  neighb'nng  town,  into  whofe  people's  fouls. 

Sin,  like  a  rat,  had  eat  large  holes, 
Begg'd  him  to  be  their  tinker — ^thcir  hole-flopper— 

For,  gentle  reader,  fin  of  fuch  a  fort  is. 

It  fouls  corrodeth  juft  as  aqua  fortis 
Corrodeth  iron,  brais,  or  copper«r 

They  told  him  they  would  give  him  better  pay. 

If  he'd  agree  to  change  his  quarten ; 
Protefting,  when  his  foul  fhould  leave  its  clay. 

To  rank  his  bones  with  thofe  of  Saints  and  Mar- 
tyrs. 

This  was  a  handfome  bribe,  all  Papifts  know  ! 
But  ftop— his  parifli  would  not  let  him  go : 
Then  furly  did  the  other  parilh  look. 
And  fwore  to  have  the  man  by  book  or  crooMi 

So  fei2*d  him,  like  a  gracelefs  throng. 
The  Prieft's  parilhioners,  who  lov'd  him  well^ 

Rather  than  to  another  church  belong, 
Swore  they  would  fooner  fee  him  lodg'd  in  Hell— 
So  violent  was  their  objcdion ! 
So  very  ftrong,  too,  their  afFeftion ! 

C  3  The 
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The  Ladies,  too,  united  in  the  ftrife; 
Protefting  that  they  "  lov'd  him  as  their  lifey 
*'  So  fwectly  he  would  look  when  down  to  prayV ! 

*'  So  happy  in  a  fermon  choice ! 

'^  And  then  he  had  of  nightingales  the  voice— 
**  And  holy  water  gave  with  Jucb  an  air ! 

*'  Lord !  k)fc  fo  fine  a  man ! — (o  great  a  trealurc  I 
•*  Yielding  fuch  quantities  of  heavenly  pleafure ! 

•*  Forgiving  fins  fo  free,  too,  at  confefCon, 

'*  However  carnal  the  tranfgreffion> 

"  In  fuch  a  charming,  love- condemning  drain  !— 

"  He  really  feem*d  to  fay,  *  Go  fin  again ; 

"  Hell  ftiall  not  throw,  my  angels,  on  your  foulsr 

♦*  So  fweet,  a  fingle  fliovelfial  of  coals." 

Now  in  the  fire  was  all  the  fat : 
Jufl:  as  two  bulldogs  pull  a  cat. 
Both  pariftics  with  furious  zeal  contended— 
So  heartily  the  holy  man  was  hugg'd. 
So  much  from  place  to  place  his  limbs  were  lugg'dy 
That  very  fatally  the  battle  ended ! 

In  fhort,  by^  hugging,  lugging,  and  kind  fqueezes, 
The  man  of  God  was  pull'd  in  fifty  pieces ! 

This 
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iThis  work  perform'd,  the  bones  were  fought  for  ftoutly  i 

And  fo  the  fray  continued  mofl:  devoutly. 

Lo,  with  an  arm,  away  one  rafcal  fled; 

This  with  a  leg,  and  that  the  head — 

Off  with  the  foot  another  goes — 

Another  leizes  bim,  and  gets  the  toes. 

Nay,  fome,  a  relic  fo  intent  to  crib. 

Fought  juft  like  maftiffs  for  a  rib  j 
Nay  more,  (for  truthj  to  tell  the  whole,  obliges) 
A  dozen  battled  for  his  os  coccygis  /* 

Heav'n,  that  fees  all  things,  faw  the  dire  dilputc. 
In  which  each  parifh  afted  like  a  brute; 

Then  bade  the  dead  nnan  as  a  Saint  be  fought  i 
Srill,  to  reward  him  more,  his  bones  enriches 
\Vith  pow'r  o'er  evils,  rheumatifms,  and  itches. 

However  dreadful,  and  wherever  caught : 
Thus,  by  the  grace  of  Him  who  governs  thunder. 
His  very  toe-nail  could  perform  a  wonder. 

G  4  THUS 

•  Tht  ^p  of  the  r«inp» 
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—  ^  -  ,  - 

THUS  might  our  Monarch,  by  this  dozen  men. 
Be  hugg'd ! — and  then !  and  then !  and  then !  and  thenf 
Then  what?  why, /then,  this  direful  illmuft  (pring: 
I  a  good  fubjeH  lofe,  and  thou  a  King  1 

No,  Tom  ;  no  more  to  ftrike  us  with  amaze. 
Thy  courtly  tropes  of  adulation  blaze : 

A  fetting  fun  art  thou,  fo  mild  thy  beam! 
Thou  (like  old  Ocean's  heavmg  wave  no  morc;^ 
That  lifts  a  fhip  and  fly  with  equal  roar) 

Pour'ft  from  thy  lyric  |Mpe  a  fober  flreanu 

No  more  we  hear  the  gale  of  Fame 
Wild  bluft'ring  with  thy  Master's  name: 
No  more  ideal  virtues  ride  fublime, 
(Like  feathers)  on  the  furge  of  rhyme. 

But  lo  the  caufe !  it  was  the  royal  wrLt 
To  bid  the  tempefl:  of  his  praife  be  ftill ; 
No  more  to  let  his  virtues  make  a  rout. 
Blown  by  thy  blafb  like  paper  kites  about. 

Indeed  thy  Sovereign,,  in  thy  verfe  fo  fine. 
Might  juftly  have  exclaimed  at  many  a  line^ 

*^  In  peacock's  feathers^  la,  this  knave  amiys  me.'- 

And 
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And  like  a  King  of  France  of  whom  Pve  read. 
Our  gracious  Sov'rcign  alfo  might  have  faid^ 

**  What  have  I  done,  that  he  fhould  prai/e  me  ?"* 

With  pity  have  I  fcen  thee,  SoM  of  Sono, 

Trundling  thy  lyric  wheelbarrow  along, 

Amidft  St.  James's  gapers  to  unload 

The  modey  mafs  of  pompous  ode ; 

And  wifh'd  the  fack,  for  verfe  the  annual  prize, . 

To  poets  of  a  lefe  renown — 
To  poor  *  Will  Mason^  who  in  fecret  fighs 

To  ftrut  beneath  the  Laureates  leaden  crown. 

Warm  in  the  praife,  thou  mightft  have  been. 
Of  thy  great  King  and  bis  great  Queen  i 
But  not  fo  diabolically  hot — 
A  downright  devil,  or  a  pepper-pot. 

By  dev'ly  (without  thy  being  bom  a  wizard) 
Thou  ought'ft  to  know  I  mean  a  turkey's  gizzard; 
[    So  chriftcn'd  for  its  quality,  by  man, 
Becaufe  fo  oft  'tis  loaded  with  kian — 

This 

*  Yet!  poor  Mistir  Masow  ftrove  hard  for  the  Bays;  bat 
lo!  the  foperlor  Gbnivs  of  Warton  prevailed  againft  the 
ttnited  powers  of  xht /watlj-^wbiniHg  Eltrida,  the  nobly-bulljing 
^tkQThcvtp  and  a  heap  of  clotui^'wrafffd  Ode$  befidc«« 


r 
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,  However  the  world  t'  abufe  me  may  be  giv'n, 
I  cannot  do  without  Crown'd  Heads,  by  Heav*nf 
Bards  muft  have  fubjefts  that  their  genius  fuit — 
And  if  I've  not  Crown'd  Heads,  I  muft  be  mute.- 

My  v€rfe  is  fomewhat  like  a  game  at  Whrft; 

Which  game,  though  play'd  by  people  e'er  fo  keen^ 
Cannot  with  much  fuccefs,  alas !  exift. 

Except  ditir  uands  pofleis  a  King  and  Queen* 

I  own,  ray  mule  delights  in  rbyal  folk : 

Lead-mines,  producing  many  pretty  pounds  F 

Joe  MiLLARa,  flirnilhing  a  fund  of  joke! 
Lo,  with  a  fund  of  joke  a  G)urt  abounds ! 

At  royal  follifes.  Lord !  a  lucky  hit 

Saves  our  poqr  brain  th*  expence  of  wit : 

At  Princes  let  but  Satire  lift  his  ffun. 

The  more  their  feathers  fly,  the  more  the  fufl. 

E*en  the  whole  world,  blrfckheads  and  men  of  letters. 

Enjoy  a  cannonade  upon  their  betters. 

And,  vice  verjd^  Kings  and  Queens 
Know  pretty  well  what  fcandal  means. 
And  love  it  too— yes,  Majefty's  a  grinner : 

Scancfal 
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Scandal  that  really  would  difgrace  a  ftable 
Hath  oft  been  bcckon-d  to  a  royal  table, 

And  pleas'd  a  princely  palate  more  than  dinnen 

i  know  the  world  exclaimeth  in  this  guife: 
^  Suppofc  a  King  not  over-wife, 

^  (A  vice  in  Kings  not  very  oft  fufpefted) 
"  Suppofe  he  does  this  childifli  thing,  and  tbis^ 
"  If  folly  conftitutes  a  Monarch's  blifs, 

*^  Shall  fuch  by  faucy  poets  ftand  correfted  ? 
"  Bold  is  the  man,  old  Parfon  Cajchas*  cries, 
"  Who  tells  a  Monarch  where  his  folly  lies.*' 
"  Grant  that  a  King  in  convcrfe  cannot  (hine, 

"  And  fharp  with  fhrewd  remark  a  world  alarm  i 
**  What  bufinefs,  Pitbr  Pindar,  is't  of  thine? 

"  Grant  puerilities — ^pray  whcrc's  the  harm  ?'*— 

To  this  I  anfwer,  "  I  don't  think  a  King 
'*  Will  go  to  bell  for  cv'ry  childifli  thing-r 
^^  Yet  mind,  I  think  that  one  in  bis  great  ftadon 
**  Should  fliow  fublime  example  to  a  nation : 

"  And  when  an  eagle  he  ftiould  li)ring 

?  To  drink  the  folar  blaze  on  tow'ring  wmg, 

''  With 
•  Vide  Hoxner. 
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*'  With  daring  and  undazzled  eyes ; 
*'  Not  be  a  Jparrow  upon  chimneys  hopping, 
^^  His  head  in  holes  and  corners  popping 
"  For  fUsr 

Tom,  Tm  not  griev'd  that  thou  haft  chang'd  thy  note, 
And  op'd  on  Windfor  wall  thy  tuneful  throat  j 

For  verily  it  is  a  rare  old  niafs ! 
Nor  angry  that  to  West  thou  doft  defcend  i 
The  King's  great  painting  oracle  and  friend. 

Who  teacheth  *  Jzrvas  how  to  Ipoil  good  glali, 

But,  Ion  of  Isis,  fince  amidft  diis  ode. 

Thou  talk'ft  of  painting,  like  an  ?rdcnt  lover. 
Of  panes  of  glafs  now  daubing  over, 

D'uTinning  delightfully  the  great  abode ; 

Speak — know'ft  thou  aught  of  Raphael's  rare  Car-- 

toons? 
I  ha^e  not  fecn  them,  Tom,  for  many  moons ! 

Why  didft  thou  not,  s^midft  thy  rhyming  fit. 
Of  thofe  moft  heav'nly  pidtures  talk  a  bit — 

For 

*  See  the  windows  deflgned  for.  the  chapel  at  Windfon 
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For  which  the  Nation  paid  down  ev*ry  Joufe? 
Rare  piftupes,   brought  long  fmce  from  Hamptok 

Court, 
And  by  ix  felf -taught  Carpenter  cut  fhort. 

To  fuit  the  pannpk  of  the  Queen's  old  houfe* 

So  fays  report — I  hope  it  is  not  true — 
And  yet  I  verily  believe  it  too  s 
It  is  fo  Xiktjc^me  peopk  I  could  name, 
^hok  pcricraniums  walk  a  little  lame. 

Belhrew  me,  but  it  brings  to  mind 

A  cutting  ftory,  much  pf  the  fame  kind ! 

It  happ'd  at  Plymouth  town  fo  feir  and  fweet. 
Where  wandcriijg  gutters,  wandering  gutters  nriect. 
Making  in  (how'rs  of  rain  a  monftrous  pother ; 
Bart'ring,  like  Rag-fair  Jews,  with  one  the  other. 
With  carrots,  cabbage-leaves,  and  breathlefs  cats, 
Potatoes,  turnip-topS;^  old  rags,  and  hats : 

A  town  that  brings  to  mind  Swift's  City  Show'r, 
Where  clouds  to  wa(h  its  face  for  ever  pour; 
A  town  where  Beau-traps  under  water  grin. 
Inviting  gentle  ftrangers  to  walk  in; 

Where 
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"Wliere  dwell  the  Lady  Naiads  of  die  flood, 
Pr?par*d  to  crown  their  vifitors  with  mii4. 

A  town  where  parfons  for  the  living  fight. 
On  every  vacancy,  with  godly  might. 

Like  wreftlers  for  lac'd  hats  and  buckfkin  breeches  j 
Where  oft  the  prieft  who  beft  his  lungs  employs 
To  make  the  rareft  diabolic  noife. 

With  fureft  chance  of  vift'ry  preaches: 
Whofe  empty  founds  alone  his  labours  blefs » 
Like  cannon  fir*d  by  veflels  in  diftrcfe. 

A  town  where,  exil'd  by  the  Higher  Pow'rSj^ 
The  *RoYAL  Tar  with  indignation  lours  ^ 
Kept  by  his  Sire  from  London,  and  from  finji 
I  p  fay  his  Catechifm  to  Miftrcfs  Wvnn. 


The  Duke  of  Clarence* 


Thb 
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THE    PLYMOUTH    CARPENTER 

AND 

THE   COFFINS. 

IN  the  laft  war  French  pris'ncrs  often  dy'd 
Of  feversj  colds^  and  more  good  things  befide : 

Prelents  for  valour^  from  damp  walls  and  chinks  g 
And  nakednefs^  that  feldom  lees  a  ihirti 
And  vermin^  and  all  forts  of  dirt; 

And  multitudes  of  motley  ftinks^ 
That  might  with  fmells  of  any  clime  compare. 
That  ever  fought  the  nofe,  or  fields  of  air. 

As  coffins  are  deem*d  neceflary  things. 
Forming  a  pretty  fort  of  wooden  wings 

For  wafting  men  to  graves,  for  t'other  worid ; 
Where,  anchored,  (doom'd  to  make  no  voyages  more) 
The  rudders  of  our  fouls  are  put  afliore, 

Ajid  all  the  fails  for  ever  furl'd ; 

A  carpenter,  firft  coufin  to  the  May'r, 
Higbf  Mafter  Scrbw,  a  man  of  reputation, 

Got  leave,  through  borough  int'rcft,  to  prepare 
Good  wooden  lod^gs  for  the  Gallic  nadon; 

I  mean,  for  lucklej&  Frenchmen  that  were  dead: 

And  very  well  indeed  Screw's  contraft  fped« 
Vol.  IL  H  His 
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His  good  friend  Death  made  wonderful  demands,' 
As  if  diey  play'd  into  each  odier's  hands  j 

As  if  the  Carpenter  and  Death  went  fnacks— 
Wifhing  to  make  as  much  as  e'er  they  could 
By  this  fame  contraft  coffin  wood. 

For  fuch  as  Death  had  thrown  upon  their  backs^ 

This  Carpenter,  like  men  of  other  trades 
Whom  confcience  very  eafily  perfuades 

To  take  from  neighbours  ufelefs  fuperfluity, 
Refolv'd  upon  an  economic  plan. 
Which  (hoWs  that  in  the  charafter  of  man 
*  Economy  is  not  an  incongruity. 
I  knov^ /ome  Monarcbs  fay  the  fame — whofc  puH» 
Beat  high  for  iv*ry  chairs  and  beds  and  bulfcs. 

For  lo,  this  man  of  economic  fort 
Makes  all  his  coffins  much  too  Ihort : 
Yet  fnugly  he  accommodates  the  dead — 
Cuts  off,  with  nriuch  fnng-froid^  the  head ; 
And  then,  to  keep  it  fafe  as  well  as  warm. 
He  gravely  puts  it  underneath  the  arm ; 
Makmg  his  dead  man  quite  a  Paris  beau ! 
Hugging  his  jowl  en  cbafeau  bras. 

.  BUT. 
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BUT,  Thomas,  now  to  thofe  Cartoons  of  fame- 
Do  afk  thy  SovVeign,  in  my  name. 

What's  to  be  done  with  thofe  rare  pidures  nextf* 
Some  months  ago,  by  night,  they  traveled  down 
To  the  Queen's  Houfc  in  Windfor  town. 

At  which  the  London  folks  were  vaftly  vex*d. 

For  if  thofe  fine  Cartoons,  as  hift'ry  fays. 
Were  (much  to  this  great  nation's  praife) 

Bought  for  Britannia's  fole  infpedtion; 
Unajk^d^  to  fuffer  any  man  to  feel  'em. 
Or  fuffer  any  forward  dame  to  (leal  'em. 

Would  be  a  national  refleftion, 

Tom,  a(k,  to  Strelitz  if  they're  doom'd  to  go, 
Becaufe  the  walls  are  naked  there,  I  know, 

Strelitz  a  moufe-hole  is,  all  dark  and  drear ; 
And,  (hould  the  pi6lures  be  inclin'd  to  flray. 
Not  liking  Strelitz,  they  may  lofe  their  way. 

And  ramble  to  fome  Hebrew  auctioneer ; 

Where,  like  poor  captur'd  negroes  in  a  knot. 
The  holy  wand'rers  may  be  made  a  lot — 
And,  like  the  goods  at  Garraway's  we  handle, 
Chrift  and  the  Saints  be  foid  by  inch  of  candle! 

H  2  Dearly 
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Dearly  beloved  Thomas,  to  conclude— 
(I  fee  thee  ready  to  bawl  out  **  Amen ;") 

Joking  apart,  don't  think  me  rude 
For  wiftiing  to  infbruft  thy  lyric  pen. 

Whether  like  trout  and  eeU  in  humble  pride. 
Along  the  fimple  ftrcam  of  profe  we  glides 
Or  ftirring  from  below  a  cloud  of  mud. 
Like  whales  we  flounder  through  the  lyric  flood ; 

Or  (if  a  paftVal  image  charm  thee  more) 
Whether  the  vales  of  profe  our  feet  explore. 
Or,  rais'd  fubliine  on  Ode's  aerial  fteep. 
We  bound  fix)m  rock  to  rock,  like  goats  and  fhcq 

Whether  we  dine  with  Dukes  on  fifty  dilhcs. 
Or,  poet-like,  against  our  wifhes. 
On  beef  or  pork,  an  economic  crumb, 
(Perchance  not  bigger  than  our  thumb, 
Turn'd  by  a  bit  of  packthread  at  the  fire) 
To  fatisfy  our  hunger's  keen  defirej 
A  good  old  proverb  let  us  keep  in  view — 
Viz.  Thomas,  ^»  Give  die  Dev'l  his  due." 

Whet 
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Whether  a  Monarch,  ifluing  high  command. 
Smiles  us  to  court,  and  Ihakes  us  by  the  hand  5 
Or  rude  bumbailifFs  touch  us  on  the  Ihoulder, 
And  bid  our  tuneful  harps  in  prifon  moulder; 
Sell  not  (to  meannefs  funk)  one  golden  line — 
The  Muse's  incenfe  for  a  gill  of  wine. 

This  were  a  poor  excufe  of  thine,  my  friend — 
"  Few  are  the  people  that  my  Ode  attend : 

*'  I'm  like  a  country  clock,  poor,  lonely  thing, 
*'  That  on  the  ftaircafe,  or  behind  the  door, 
"  Cries,  *  Cuckoo,  Cuckoo,'  juft  at  twelve  and  four, 

"  And  chimes  that  vulgar  tune, "  God  fave  the  King." 

Oh!  if  defeating  Windsor's  lofty  tow'rs. 
To  fave  a  fixpence  in  his  barrack  bow'rs, 
A  Monarch  ^ufHes  from  the  world  away. 
And  gives  to  Folly's  whims  the  buflling  day ; 
From  Juch  low  themes  thy  promis'd  praife  recall. 
And  fing  more  wonders  of  the  old  Mud  Wall. 
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PETER'S     PROPHECY; 

OR, 

The  president  and  POET, 

OR,   AN 

IMPORTANT  EPISTLE  TO  SIR  J.  BANKS, 

ON    THK 

APPROACHING    ELECTION 

OF    A 

PRESIDENT  OF  the  ROYAL  SOCIETY. 
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Rank  is  a  farce—- if  people  fools  will  be» 
A  fcarcnger  and  king*s  the  fame  to  mt. 

U  Societe  Royale  de  Londrtt  fut  forme  en  1660,  fix  ans  atatlC  notre  Acad^mill 
^  Sciences.  Elle  n*a  point  de  recompenfes  comme  la  notre  \  mats  auffi  elle  eft 
1<^  Point  de  ces  diftin^ons  defagreables,  invent^  par  P  Abbs'  Biono^* 
fui  dlftribaa  1* Academic  des  Sciences  en  Savans  qu*on  payoity  &  efl  HonuraireB 
)ul  n*etoient  pas  Savans.  La  Societe  de  Londres  independante^  U  n*etant  encou- 
ngee  que  par  elle-mcmey  a  ete  compofee  de  fujets  qui  ont  trouv^  le  calcul  de 
llofini,  les  lois  de  la  lumiere,  celles  de  pefanteur,  Paberrat'on  det  ^ilesy  !• 
^fcope  de  reflezion,  la  pompe  \  feu,  le  microfcope  folalre,  &  beauconp  d*aalTCB 
inrtfltioDB  auffi  utiles  qu*adm!rables.  Qu*auroient  fait  dc  plus  ces  Grandi 
UoMMBB^  s*ilf  aveient  etc  pendcnnairci  ou  bonorairet } 

YolTATBB,  for  ^  Spci^e  Royak. 


CHE    ARGUMENT. 

A  Sublime  and  poetical  Exordiam,  in  which  the  Bard  ap- 
plaudeth  himfelf,  condemneth  his  Sovereign^  and  conde« 
fcendeth  to  inftruft  Sir  Joseph  Banks,  F.  R.  S. — Anecdote 
of  Julius  Casar  and  a  Conjuror — Peter  dwcllcth  with 
much  folcmnity  on  the  gloomy  month  of  November,  and  com- 
pareth  Sir  Joseph  Bancs  to  Jupiter  and  Mr.  Squib— 
A&eth  (hrewd  queflions — Sir  Joseph  comprehendeth  their 
iage  meaning,  and  flieth  into  a  pafCon,  and  boadeth  how  he 
wvcngeth  himfelf  on  the  fun  the  world  enjoyeth  at  his 
cxpence— Sir  Joseph  animadverteth  wifely  on  a  fall  from  the 
prefidency  to  the  ftate  of  a  fimpU  fellow,  obliquely  and  nobly 
hinting  at  a  few  traits  of  his  own  charader— Peter  rcpHcth 
with  good  advice,  exhibiting  at  the  fame  time  acute  know- 
ledge of  the  fcxual  fyftem  in  botanical  affairs — Sir  JasEPii 
fefufcth Peter's  counfcl— Peter  mentioneth  men  of  fcience, 
whom  Sir  Joseph  fcorneth — Sir  Joseph  letteth  the  cat  out 
of  the  bag,  and  fheweth  principles  inimical  to  the  caufe  of 
true  philofophy,  by  wifiiing  to  make  great  men  Fellows,  io- 
ftead  of  *wiji  men— Peter  moralifeth  with  profundity,  and 
flappeth  the  bugs  of  Fortune  jbr  daring,  on  account  of  their 
Mammon,  to  place  themfelves  on  a  level  with  Genius— Sir 
Joseph  maketh  more  difcovery  of  his  difpofition,  by  abufing 
painting,  poetry,  and  mufic,  and  wUheth  to  tread  in  the 
fieps  of  his  Sovereign — Peter  illuftrateth  the  Prefident's  mode 
of  catching  at  ati  argument,  by  a  beautiful  fpider  fimile — Sic 
Joseph  boafleth  of  his  tea  and  toaft  weapons— Peter  ani- 
madverteth with  his  ufual  wifdom  on  the  miraculous  powers 
of  meat,  when  applied  to  a  hungry  flomach — Sir  Joseph 
mndeth  out  a  new  road  to  the  heart — Boafteth  of  royal  favour 
—Peter  fmileth  at  it,  and  frighteneth  Sir  Joseph— Sir 
Joseph  enquireth  the  World's  opinion  of  himfelf-^PETia 
giveth  it  without  ceremony — Sir  Joseph  curfeth — Peter 
prayeth  him  to  be  quiet,  proceedetb,  and  telleth  terrible 

thing^^ 
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things— Sir  Joseph   fwearcth-^Praifcth  himfelf  again  fbr 
his  being  able  to  lead  great  folks  b/  the  nofe,  and  braggeth  of 
royal  whifpcrs — Peter  gucfTctli  at  the  royal  whifpers,  and 
exprcffcth  pleafure  thereat — Again  boafteth  the  Prefident  of 
what  he  can  do— Peter  (blemnly  fmileth  in  a  faperb  fiinila 
taken  from  wild  beads — Sir  Joseph  vaunteth  on  his  great 
acquaintance  with  Tegetables  and  monkeys — Peter  acqoieC- 
ceth  in  his  monkey  wifdom>  but  denieth  its  importance,  and 
tometh  battcrfly  and  egg  knowledges  over  to  idle  old  maids— 
Peter  acknowledgeth  the  merits  of  Indian,    booby,  and 
noddy  killing ;  lizard,  bat,  fcunrygrafs,  and  lady-fmock  httn« 
ttng;  yet  differeth  with  Sir  Joseph  as  to  the  idea  of  its  im* 
portance — The  Prefident   again  boafteth — Peter   folemnly 
replieth,  and  telleth  ilrange  matters  of  Sir  William  Hamil- 
ton— Sir  Joseph  breaketh  oat  violently,  and  with  an  air  of 
defiance,  on  the  fubjcft  of  Mr.  Herschel— Peter  acquief- 
ceth,  in  fome  meafure,  on  the  merits  of  Mr.  Herschel,  and 
prophefieth  more  difcoveries  by  this  aftronomer  than  ftruck 
the  imagination  of  Sir  Joseph — Peter  prophefieth  of  the 
fotore  grandeur  of  Cheltenham,  by  means  of  mills  to  fup- 
ply  the  great  /ux  of  people  with  paper — Peter  giveth  more 
glory  to  Mr.  Herschbl's  gla/s,  than  to  Mr.  Hbrschbl*s 
hioJ — Sir  Joseph  groweth  abufive — Peter  properly replicth— 
Sir  Joseph  again  triumphclh — Peter  cutteth  him  down  for 
his  laud  on  his  Grace  of  Marlborough's  fpy-glafs  difco- 
series,  and  John  Hunter's  fows  and  pheafanls — Sir  Joseph 
plumethhimfel  foil  Dr.  Blag  DEN — Petb.i  praifeth  Dc.Blag- 
DEK— Sir  Joseph  praifeth  Sir  Benjamin  Thompson,  Lord 
MuLCRAVE,  and  the  unalFuming  quakcr.  Dr.  Lettsome; 
moreover  praifeth  the  Doftor's  hobby-horfe,  mangel  worfiiJ, 
alias  ivur/fil^SiT  Joseph  cnquircth  the  merits  of  Mr.  Au- 
IBRT,  the  filkman-^pETER  fmileth,  and  anfwereth  wittily — 
Sir  Joseph  enquireth  about  Mr.  Daines  Barrington— - 
Petbr  anfwereth  in  like  manner — Sir  Joseph's  ire  boileth 
over — ^Peter  laugheth — Peter  cometh   to  the  point,  and 
telleth  the  Prefident  in  plaLn  terms  that  he  mud  depend  on 

the 
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the  manyf  more  than  otUj  meaning  our  moft  gracioos  King*^ 
Sir  Joseph  exclaimeth  with  his  ufoal  vulgarity^  and  taxeth 
the  revolting  members  with  ingratitude,  and  flieth  to  meaC 
and  drink  for  his  future  fupporters— Peter  praifeth  meat  apd 
drink,  yet  infifteth  on  the  truth  of  an  intended  rebellion — Sir 
Joseph,  in  a  drain  of  defpondency,  looketh  to  the  Lord  for 
fupport — Peter  giveth  him  no  hopes  from  that  quarter — Sir 
Joseph,  in  a  tiger-like  manner,  breaketh  out  into  rage  and 
boafling — Peter  acknowledgeth  his  merits,  but  informeth 
the  Prefident  of  their  infufficicncy — Sir  Joseph  voweth  to 
play  the  devil — Peter  exalteth  Sir  Joseph's  intended  ma- 
nccuvre,  by  a  comparifon  of  a  miracle  frequently  worked  in 
Popiih  countries  on  rats  and  grafhoppers — Pe  ter  ilill  harpeth 
on  the  old  firing  of  /ometbing  mort-^Su  Joseph  adduceth  mors 
^ndances  of  merit,  fuch  as  eating  matters  that  would  mak« 
a  Hottentot  vomit  —  Peter  acknowledgeth  Sir  Josbph'i 
uncommon  flomach-powers  and  triumph  over  reptiles;  but 
with  obftinacy  infideth  upon  it  that  fomething  more  moft  hm 
achieved — The  Preiident,  upon  this,  moft  wickedly^  yet  moft 
heroically,  declareth,  that  he  will  then  fwallow  an  alligator^- 
Peter  difTuadeth  Sir  Joseph,  like  a  friend,  from  ids  bold 
intention^  and  reconvQeadeth  a  meal  of  a  milder  quality. 
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The  president  and  POET. 


T«i 


[E  Bard  who,  fill'd  with  Friendlhip's  purcft  fire^ 
Tim'd  to  a  mighty  King  the  moral  lyrc; 
Widi  all  the  magic  of  the  Mufc's  art, 
Smil'd  at  his  foibles,  and  enlarged  *  his  heart. 
Ungrateful  Prince !  like  moft  of  modern  times. 
Who  never  thank'd  the  Poet  for  his  rhymes : 
The  Bard,  with  Wifdom's  voice  fublimely  ftrong. 
Who  fcar'd  the  maids  of  honour  with  his  long, 
Tum'd  courtiers  pale,  and  turn'd  to  filent  wonder 
Ambafladors,  at  Truth's  deep  tone  of  thunder;    . 
Who  in  ibeir  country  (fuch  a  timid  thing !) 
Was  never  known  to  wbi/per  to  a  king : 

The 

•  Verily  the  Lyric  Bard  hath  caufc  of  triumph — by  means 
tf  I  few  bints,  the  clofc  fift  of  Royal  Economy  hath  been  a  littlt 
itBclenched.  By  God's  grace,  and  the  Poet's  good  health, 
t^tr  things  afc  Ukcly  to  be  acgopplKhe^ ;  fuch.  is  the  powar 
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The  Bard  who  dar'd  undaunted  thus  to  tow*r^ 
And  boldly  oracles  to  princes  pour. 
Stoops  from  the  zenith  of  his  eagle  flight 
To  give  inftruftion  to  a  fimple  Knight. 

To  CiESAR,  who  th'  advice  with  fcom  repaid, 
^*  Beware  the  Ides  of  March ^^  a  conj'ror  faid. 
More  rev'renc'd  let  a  greater  conjuror  fay, 
"  Beware,  Sir  Joseph  Banks,  St.  Andrew's  DayJ^ 
Near  is  the  gloomy  month,  and  gloomy  hour. 
When,  of  your  plumage  ftripp'd,  and  fev'ritc  pow'r^ 
You  quit  that  mace  and  pompous  chair  of  ftate. 
And  ceafe  luord  Paramount  of  Moth  debate. 
That  awe-infpiring  hammer'd  fift  to  rear. 
Like  fcepter*d  Jove,  and  SasriB  die  Auctioneir  ! 

SIR    JOSEPH. 

Well  I  what's  November^  *  gloomy  month  or  hour  ? 
The  day  which  ravages^  rejiores  my  pow'n 

PETER. 
Perchance  Ambition  may  be  doom'd  to  mourn ! 
Perchance  your  honours  may  no  more  return ! 

Tkink 

^  On  the  Uurdeth  of  November  the  Pre£deat  u  annuall/ 
chofen. 
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Ic  what  a  hoft  of  enemies  you  make ! 
:  feeling  mind  would  be  a  Bull  at  ftake? 
L*d  by  this  mongrel,  by  that  maftiff  torn; 
i  make  a  feaft  to  treat  the  public  /com  f 
d  be  a  Bear  that  grafps  his  club  with  pridc^ 
which  his  dancing^mafter  drubs  his  hide  ? 
,  dear  Sir  Joseph,  but  the  arrant'ft  fool 
s  butt  to  feel  the  fliafts  of  ridicule. 

SIR    JOSEPH, 
meaning,  friend,  I  eafily  divine ! 

PETER, 
quit  for  life  the  chsdr — refign,  rcfign. 

SIR    JOSEPH. 

with  contempt  the  grinning  world  I  fee, 
always  laugh  at  tbofe  who  laugh  at  me. 

PETER. 

Sir  Jofcph,  may  I  never  thrive 
rou  muft  be  the  merriejl  man  alive. 

SIR 
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SIR    JOSEPH. 

Good  !-r-but,  my  friend,  'twould  be  a  black  November, 
To  lofe  the  chair,  aiid  fneak  a  vulgar  members 
Sit  on  a  bench  mumchance  without  my  hat  *> 
Sunk  from  a  lion  to  a  tame  Tom  cat : 
Juft  like  a  fchoolboy  trembling  o'er  his  book. 
Afraid  to  move,  or  fpeak,  or  think,  or  look. 
When  Mifter  PaEsiDiiNT,  with  maftiff  air, 
Vouclilifes  to  grumble  "  Silence"  from  the  chair. 

PETER. 

All  this  is  mortifying  to  be  fure. 
And  more  than  flelli  and  blood  can  well  endure ! 
Then  to  your  turnip-fields  in  peace  retire : 
Return,  like  Cincinnatos,  country  fquirc : 
Go  with  your  wifdom,  and  amaze  the  Boors 
With  apple-trce,  and  fiirub,  and  flowV  amours ; 
And  tell  them  all,  with  wide-mouth'd  wonder  big, 
How  gnats  j*  can  make  a  cuckoid  of  a  fig. 
Form  fly-clubs,  Ihell-clubs,  weed  clubs,  if  you  pleafc, 
And  proudly  reign  the  President  o(  tb'e/e: 

Go, 

•  The  PreHdent  always  wears  his  hat. 
f  See  the  Natural  Hiilory  of  the  Fig. 
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Go,  and  with  periwinkle  wifdom  charm ; 
With  loves  of  lobfters,  oyfters,  crabs,  alarm; 
And  tell  them  how,  like  curs^  the  females  woo'd. 
By  kiffing,  people  all  the  realms  of  mud : 
Thus,  though  proud  London  dares  refufe  you  famc» 
The  Towns  of  Lincolnshire  fhall  raife  your  name; 
Knock  down  the  bull,  the  magpie,  calf,  and  king. 
And  bid  Sir  Jofepb  on  their  fignpofts  fwing. 

SIR    JOSEPH. 

No  1  fince  IVe  fairly  mounted  Fortune's  maft. 
Till  Fate  (hall  chop  my  hands  off,  i'U  hold  ftIL 

PETER. 
And  yet.  Sir  Jofeph,  Fame  reports,  you  dole 
To  Fortune's  topmaft  through  the  lubberbole*. 
Think  of  the  men,  whom  Science  fo  reveres ! 
HoRSLEY,  and  Wilson,  Maskelyne,  Maseres, 
Landen,  and  Hornsby,  Atwood,  Glenie,  Hut- 
ton — 

SIR    JOSEPH. 
Blockheads !  for  whom  I  do  not  care  a  button ! 

Fools, 

«  A  part  of  the  ihlp  well  known  to  new  feamsn. 
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Fools,  who  to  mathematics  would  confine  us. 
And  iotber  all  our  ears  widi  plus  and  minusm 

PETER. 
No  more  they  fearch  the  philofophic  mine. 
To  bid  the  journals  with  their  labours  fhine. 
And  yield  a  glorious  Iplcndor  to  the  page. 
Such  as  when  Newton,  Halley  grac'd  the  age! 
Redr'd,  thofe  members  now  behold  with  fighs 
The  dome,  like  Egypt,  fwarm  with  frogs  and  flies ; 
And  you^  the  Pharaoh  too  without  remorfc. 
The  ftubborn  parent  of  the  reptile  curfe ; 
See  Wisdom  yield  to  Folly's  rude  control; 
Jove's  eagle  murder'd  by  a  moufmg  owl. 

SIR    JOSEPH. 

Poh!  poh!  my  friend,  Tve  ftar-gazers  enough  j 

I  now  look  round  for  difPrcnt  kind  of  fluff: 

Befides — untitled  members  are  mere  fwine  -, 

I  wi(h  for  princes  on  my  lift  to  fhine : 

ril  have  a  company  of  flars  and  firings  j 

rU  have  a  proud  fociety  of  kings! 

ril  have  no  miferable  fqueal  tomtit, 

Whilfl  Fortune  offers  pbeq/ants  to  my  fpit ! 

4  Eoi 
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For  me,  the  Dcv'l  may  take  a  namelefs  fry- 
No  fprats,  no  (prats,  whilft  whales  can  fill  my  eye. 

PETER- 
Thus  on  a  fhd],  amidft  a  country  fair> 
Old  women  ftiow  of  gingjerbread  their  ware ! 
King  David  and  Queen  Bethsheba  behold> 
Strut  from  their  dpugh  majeftic,  grac'd  with  gold ! 
King  Solomon  fo  great,  in  all  his  glory ! 
The  Queen  of  Sh^ba  too,  renown'd  in  ftory ! 
The  grannies  thefe  difplay  with  doatmg  eyes ; 
Delighted  fee  them  all  the  louts  furprife ; 
WhiUl  no  poor  bak'd  plebeian^  great  or  jGiiall, 
Dares  fhow  hi§  fii^king  nofe  upon  the  ftall ! 

Sir  Joseph,  do  not  fancy,  that  by  fate 
Great  wifdom  goes  with  titles  and  eftate ! 
I  grant  that  pride  and  infolence  appear 
Where  purblind  Fortune  thoufands  gives  a  year. 
Too  many  of  Fortune's  infects  have  I  feen. 
Proud  of  fome  little  name,  with  fcornful  mien. 
High  o*er  the  head  of  modcft  Genius  rife. 
Pert,  foppifh,  whiffling,  flutt'ring  butterflies ! 
Weak  intps  I  on  whom,  rfieir  planets  all  fo  kind. 
In  pity  to  their  poverty  of  mind. 

Vol.  II.  1  Around, 
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Around,  her  treafure  bountifully  ihed> 
Convinc'd  the  fools  would  want  a  bit  of  bread. 


SIR    JOSEPH. 

Since  truth  muft  out,  then  know,  my  biting  friend, 

Philofophers  my  foul  with  horror  rend; 

Whene'er  their  mouths  are  openM,  I  am  mum — 

Plague  take  ^m,  fhould  a  Vrefident  be  dumb  ? 

I  loath  the  arts — the  univerfe  may  know  it : 

I  hate  a  painter,  and  I  hate  a  poet. 

To  thefc  two  cars,  a  bear,  Marcmesi  growls  j 

Mara  and  Billingtont,  a  brace  of  owls. 

To  circles  of  pure  ignorance  conduft  me; 

I  hate  the  company  that  can  inftruSl  mc ; 

I  wifli  to  imitate  my  King  fo  nice^ 

Great  Prince !  who  ne'er  was  known  to  take  advice ! 

Who  keeps  no  company  (delightful  plan !) 

That  dares  be  wifcr  than  himfcl^  good  man ! 

PETER. 

In  troth.  Sir  Joseph^  I  have  often  fcen  ye 
Ijook  in  debate  a  littU  like  a  ninny. 
Struggling  to  grafp  the  fenfe  with  mouthj  hands,  eye 
And  with  the  philofophic  Speaker  rife^ 
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Juft  like  a  Ipider  brufh'd  by  Susan's  broom. 
That  tries  to  claw  its  thread,  and  mount  the  room  i 
Poor  Iprawling  reptile,  but  with  humbled  air 
Condenrm'd  to  fncak  away  behind  a  chair. 

SIR    JOSEPH. 

Sdll  to  the  point — a  rout  let  fellows  make  $ 
My  powV  is  too  well  fix'd  for  Juch  to  ftiakei 
My  fare  artiU'ry  hath  overcome  a  hofi. 

PETER. 
I  own  the  great,  paft  powers  of  tea  and  toaft  1 
Vcn'fon*s  a  CiCSAR  in  the  fierceft  fray; 
Turde!  an  Albxandir  in  it^way: 
And  then,  in  quarrels  of  a  Jligbter  nature. 
Mutton's  a  moft  fuccefsful  mediator ! 
So  much  iuperior  is  the  ftomach's  fmart 
To  all  the  vaunted  horrors  of  the  heart; 
E'en  Love,  who  often  triumphs  in  his  grief. 
Hath  ceas'd  to  feed  on  fighs,  to  pant  on  beef. 

SIR    JOSEPH. 

Yes,  yes,  my  friend,  my  tea  and  butter'd  rolls 
Have  found  an  eafy  pa&  to  people's  fouls : 

I  %  Uj 


My  wcllrtim'd  dinners  {certain  folks  revepe) 
H*vc  left  this  cafy  bofom  nought  to  fear. 
The  turnpike  road  to  people's  hearts,  I  find. 
Lies  through  their  guts,  or  I  miftake  mankinds 
Befides,  whilft  thus  I  boaft  my  Sovereign's  fmile. 
Let  raggamuffins  rage,  and  rogues  revile. 

PETER. 

Alas  1  Sir  Josepij  |  grant  the  King  you  pleiife. 

Which  ev'ry  courtier's  eye  with  envy  fees ; 

A  glorious  thing  too,  no  man  can  deny  it ; 

Though  no  man  ever  got  a  Jixpence  by  it  j 

Yet  of  our  lucky  ifland,  certain  Kings, 

Far  from  ^ //-mighty,  arc  not  mighty  things : 

And  though  with  many  a  wren  you  make  him  blcft. 

And  many  a  tomtit^s  egg  and  tomtit's  neft ; 

And  many  a  monkey  ftuff 'd  to  make  him  grin^. 

And  many  a  flea  and  beetle  on  a  pin ; 

And  promife  (to  cajole  the  royal  mind) 

To  make  his  butcher,  member,  and  his  hind ; 

It  is  not  be^  with  Polyphemus  flare. 

And  ftcrn  command,  perpetuates  the  Chair  I 

I  know  that  difafFeftion  taints  the  throng. 

And  know  the  world  is  lavi/b  in  its  tongue. 

SIR 


SIR    JOSEPH. 

Ah !  tell  me  fairly  without  more  delay. 
What  'tis  the  blackguard  world  hath  dar'd  to  fay : 
Perhaps  a  pretty  devil  Tm  pourtray'd ;  / 

The  world's  free  brulh  deals  damnably  in  Jbade. 

P  E  T  E  R» 

Thus,  thefl,  **  How  dares  that  man  his  carcafe  fquat, 

"  Bold,  in  the  fiicred  chaur  where  Newton  fat  j 

"  Whole  eye  coold  Natuxk*s  dariocft  veil  pervade, 

'^  And,  fun-Hkc,  view  the  folitary  maid  ; 

"  Purfue  the  wand'ncr  throu^  each  fecrct  maze, 

''  And  on  her  labours  pour  a  noontide  blaze  ? 

"  When  to  the  chair  Banks  forc'd  his  bold  afcent, 

"  He  crawt*d  a  tug  upon  the  mtmkment** 

SIR    JOSEPH. 
Curfe  them !— - 

PETER. 
Have  patience,  dear  Sir  Joffeph,  pnty ! 
I  We  not  mentioned  half  the  people  fay : — 
Thus  then  a^ain,  **  He  beats  the  bears,  fo  rude, 
^  With  buD  ]og  afped,  and  widi  brains  of  mud : 

I  3  •^  His 
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*'  His  words,  like  ftoncs  for  pavements,  make  us  ftart ; 
"  Rude,  roughly  rumbling,  tumbling  from  the  cart; 
"  Who  for  importance  all  his  lungs  employs, 
**  And  thinks  that  words,  like  drums,  were  made  (ovnoi/e; 
^'  A  feUow  fo  unqualified  to  fhine ! 
*'  Who  never  to  the  Journals  gave  a  linej 
^*  But  into  Sweden  caft  a  fox-like  look, 
*'  And  caught  Goofe  Dryander  to  write  his  book.* 
*^  Such  is  the  mania  for  the  claps  of  Fame, 
**  So  fought  by  many  a  'fquire  and  gentle  dame, 
*'  Rpfembling  beggars  that  on  alms  grow  fat ; 
**  Who,  if  too  weak  tbemfelves  to  make  a  brat, 
/*  Biiy  children  up  to  melt  the  trav'ler's  eye. 
And  from  his  pocket  call  the  charity. 


t€ 


**  Through  him  each  trifle-hunter  that  can  bring 
**  A  grub,  a  weed,  a  moth,  a  beetle's  wing, 
**  Shall  to  a  Fellow's  dignity  fuccced ; 
"  Witnefs  I^rd  Chatham  and  Kisfifs-a-hedt^ 

^'  How 

^  A  moft  pompous  birth  in  the  botanical  way  is  to  make  its 
appearance  Toon ;  Sir  Jofeph  the  reputed  &ther«  though  Jonas 
Dryander,  the  Swede,  his  fecretary,  begets  it. 

f  Vulgarly  called  Dandelio/t,  Something  of  this  kind  (a  mo(( 
wonderful  fpecies !)  was  prefented  by  the  eldeft-born  of  the  great 
Pitt,  for  which  he  was  crei^ted  F,  R.  S. 
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*'  How  had  he  pow'rs  to  muftcr  up  the  face 
"  To  afk  a  President's  important  place  ? 
*'  How  with  a  matchlefs  infolcnce  to  dare 

"  Abufe  and  joftlc  Pringle*  from  the  chair? 

"  A  moth-hunter,  a  crab-catcher,  a  bat 

"  That  owes  its  fole  fubfiftence  to  a  gnat ! 

**  A  hunter  of  the  meaneft  reptile  breed, 

"  A  fool  that  crofles  oceans  for  a  weed  I 

I  4  «'  Once 

•  About  the  year  1779,  conduAors  were  ordered  to  be  placed 
sear  all  our  magazines,  to  fecure  them  from  the  elTcfls  of  light- 
ning.   A  queilion  then  arofe,  tjohich  would  befl  fucceed,  hlunt 
or  pointed  condudors.     Sir  John  Pringle,  with  the  fenfible  part 
of  the  Society,  were  of  opinion,  as,  indeed,  was  Dr.  Franklin, 
that  points  were  preferable— Sir  Jofeph  Banks  and  his  party 
roared  loudly  for  the  blunts, — The  difpute  ran  fo  high,  that  his 
Majefty  took  a  part  in  it ;  and  being  rather  partial  to  bluptt  con^ 
iuHorSf  thought  to  put  an  end  to  the  matter  by  giving  his  own 
peremptory  decition,  and  announcing  to  the  world  the  fuperiority 
of  KOps.     To  confirm  his  great  and  iioife  opinion,  nobs  were 
adnally  fixed  on  iron  rods  ai  the  end  of  Buckingham  Honfe. 
This,  however,  was  not  all ;  on  the  birth  day,  his  Majefly  de- 
fired  Sir  John  to  give  it  to  the  world  as  the  opinion  of  the 
Royal  Society,  that  Dr.  Franklin  was  turong*    The  Prefidcnt 
replied,  like  a  man,  that  it  was  not  in  his  power  to  revcrfe  the 
order  of  Nature.    The  Sovereign  eould  not  eafily  fee  that,  and 
therefore  repeated  bis  commands. — Teazed  by  the  King  from  lime 
to  time  to  oppofe  the  decided  opinion  of  the  rebellious  Franklin, 
and  the  laws  of  Nature ;  and  conitantly  barked  at  by  Sir  Jofeph 
and  his  moth*hunting  phalanx ;  he  reiigned  the  chair,  and  re- 
turned to  Scotland.-— The  honour  was  initantaneoufly  fnapped  at, 
and  caught  by  the  prefent  pofleflbr,  fucb  as  he  is ! 
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"  Once  tow'ring  Science  made  Craric*court*  her 
home, 
<«  And  hcav'n-bom  Wisdom  paroniz'd  die  domes 
^^  With  awful  afpeft  at  the  portal  (hone, 
*'  And  to  her  manfion  woo'd  the  wife  alone : 
**  Now  at  the  door  fee  nxwn-ey'd  Folly  grin, 
**  Inviting  birds-rneft  hunters  to  come  in  j 
*^  Idiots  who  fpecks  on  eggs  devoutly  ken, 
**  And  ftirbifti  up  a  folio  on  a  wren/' 
You  fee  the  world.  Sir  Joseph,  fcorns  to  flatter^-^ 

SIR    JOSEPH, 

By  G-d !  I  think  it  hath  not  minc'd  the  matter. 
Yet,  by  die  Pow'r  who  made  me,  Peter,  know, 
Fm  honoured,  Jlar'd  ai,  wherefoe'er  I  go ! 
Soon  as  a  room  I  enter,  lo,  all  ranks 
Get  up  to  compliment  Sir  Joseph  Banks  !— 

PETER, 
^nd  then  fit  down  again,  I  do  fuppofc; 
And  then  around  the  room  a  whifper  goes, 

*'  Lord, 

•  The  rooms  of  the  Royal  Society  are  rerrioved  frqm  Crzni^ 
court  to  Somerfet-place, 
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'^  Lord,  that's  Sir  Joseph  Banks  !--*1iow  grjuid  his 

look! 
"  Who  fail'd  all  round  the  world  with  Captain  Cook  !'* 

SIR    JOSEPH. 
Zounds !  what  the  devil's  feme,  if  this  be  mlf 

PETER. 
Sir  Joseph,  prithee  don't  be  fuch  a  fot*— 
Thofe  wonderful  adtnirers,  man,  wer«  dozem 
Of  frefh-impoited,  fiaring  country  coufms. 
To  London  come,  the  waxwork  to  devour. 
And  fee  their  brother  heafif  within  the  TowV. 
True  feme  is  praife  by  men  of  wi/Jom  giv'n, 
Whofe  fouls  difplay  fome  workm&nfhip  of  Hcav'n; 
Not  by  the  wooden  million — Nature's  chips, 
Whofe  twilight  fouls  are  ever  in  eclip/e; 
Puppies !  who,  though  on  idiotifm's  <lark  brink, 
Becaufe  they've  beads,  dare  fancy  they  can  tbini. 

SIR    JOSEPH. 
What  though  unlcttcr'd,*  I  can  lead  die  herd. 
And  laugh  at  half  the  members  to  their  beard. 

Frequent 

•  In  fpite  of  oar  objedion  to  Sir  Joieph  as  a  Prefident,  we 
maft  allow  his  candour  in  ackiiowledging  Mmielf  imhiier$df  at  he 
really  was  refiiied  his  degree  at  CAMBaiDoe,  ihoagh  every 
intereft  was  implored  to  make  him  pafs  mafter* 
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Frequent  to  Court  I  go ;  and,  'midft  the  ring, 
I  catch  moft  gracious  whifpers  from  die  King — 

PETER. 
And  well  (I  think)  I  hear  each  precious  fpeech. 
In  fentimcnt  fublime,  and  language  rich  j 
"  What's  new.  Sir  Joseph  ?  what,  what*s  new  found  out? 
**  What's  the  focietjr,  what,  what  about  ? 
'*  Any  more  monfters,  lizard,  monkey,  rat, 
'*  Egg,  weed,  moufe,  butterfly,  pig,  what,  what,  what  ? 
**  ,Toad,  fpider,  grafshoppcr.  Sir  Joseph  Banks  ? 
^^  Any  more  thanks,  more  thanks,  more  thanks,  more 

thanks? 
**  You  ftill  eat  *  raw  flefli,  beede,  viper,  bat, 
"  Toad,  tadpole,  frog.  Sir  Jofeph — ^what,  what,  what  ?** 

Such  b  the  language  of  the  jirfi  of  Kings, 
That  many  a  fighing  heart  with  envy  ftings ! 
And  much  I'm  pleas'd  to  fancy  that  I  hear 
Such  wife  and  gracious  whifpers  greet  your  ear : 
Yet  if  the  greater  part  of  members  growl. 
Though  owls  themfelves,  and  curfe  you  for  an  owl. 

And 

•  Ambitious  of  an  untommon  path  to  the  temple  of  Pams> 
which  no  man  befides  himfelf  dartd  to  tread»  the  Knight  often 
exercifed  his  teeth  in  fach  repafts^  before  a  number  of  nvondtri/^ 
fpe^tori. 
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And  bent  the  great  Sir  Joseph  Banks  to  humble. 
Behold  the  Giant  President  muft  tumble. 

SIR    JOSEPH. 

Zounds!  Sir,  the  Great-ones  to  my  whittle  come: 

I  have  *em  ev'ry  one  beneath  my  thumb. 

Electors,  Margraves,  Princes,  grace  my  lift: 

And  (hall  a  few  poor  ragged  rogues  refift, 

Becaufe  (a  flock  of  aftronomic  gulls !) 

The  cobweb  mathematics  cloud  their  fcuUs  ? 

The  Great,  when  beckon'd  to,  my  caufe  fhall  aid. 

And,  happy,  think  themfelves  with  thanks  overpaid : 

Thcfe  (hall  ajife,  and,  with  a  fingle  frown. 

Beat  the  bold  front  of  Opposition  down. 

PETER, 
Thus,  by  a  word,  the  Showman  at  the  Tow'r 
Exerts  on  brother  favages  his  pow'r ; 
Bids  Nero,  CiCSAR,  Pompey,  fpread  their  paws. 
And  (how  the  horrors  of  their  gaping  jaws ! 

SIR    JOSEPH. 
By  heavens !  I've  merit,  fay  whate'er  you  pleafc ! 
Can  name  the  vegetable  tribes  with  eafe. 
What  monkey  walks  the  woods,  or  climbs  a  tree, 
Whofc  genealogy's  unknown  to  me  f 

PETER. 
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PETER. 

I  grant  you.  Sir,  in  monkey  knowledge  great; 
Yet  fay,  fhould  monkeys  give  you  Newton\  feat? 
Such  merit  fcarcely  is  enough  to  dub 
A  man  a  member  of  a  coulitty  club. 

With  nowl  {peeks  tsti  cggs  to  fdift  the  eyr  $ 
Or  gaudy  colours  of  a  btitterfly ; 
Or  new-found  fibre  of  fome  graflfy  Hade, 
Well  fuits  the  idle  hours  of  fome  old  maid, 
(Whofe  fighs  each  lover's  vanifli'd  fighs  deptore) 
To  mijrder  time  when  Cupids  kill  no  more ; 
Not  men,  who,  lab'ring  wh  a  Titan  mind. 
Should  fcale  the  Ikies  to  benefit  mankind. 
I  grant  you  full  of  anecdote,  my  friend — 
Bonsmots,  and  wond'rous  ftories  without  endj 
Yet  if  a  tale  can  claim,  or  jeft  fo  rare. 
Ten  tboujand  gcjfips  might  demand  the  chair. 

To  (hoot  at  boobies,*  noddies,  with  fuch  luck. 
And  pepper  a  poor  Indian  like  a  diKrk ; 

To 

•  "  Great  and  mafiifeld  vrcrc  Sir  Jofepk's  tfiimrplH  dver  thcfe 
defencelefs  aiunuUs»"  (ays,  J>r»  Hati^krworth't  moft  mUcrabte 
accoant;  which  might  more  properly  bechriflened,  '*  The  Hif- 
"  tory  of  Sir  Jofeph  Banks/*  fo  nluch,  indeed,  k  ^r  Jofeph 
the  htfQ  of  the  tale. 

4 


To 
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To  hudt  for  <Uys  a  lizard  or  a  gnat» 

And  run  e  dozen  miks  to  catrh  a  bat ; 

To  plunge  in  marihes,  and  to  fcale  the  rocks, 
SubliQfie,  for  fcurvygrafs  and  lady-finocks*. 
Are  nriatterB  of  proud  triumph^  to  be  fure. 
And  fuch  as  Famb's  £ur  volume  fhould  fecure: 
Yet,  to  my  mind,  it  is  not  fuch  a  feat. 
As  give^  a  man  a  claim  to  Newtonh  feat. 

8IR    JOSEPH. 

Yet  are  there  men  of  genius  who  fupport  me ! 
Proud  of  my  fricndfhip,  fee  Sir  JVilliam  court  me ! 

PETER. 
Great  in  the  eating  knowledge,  all  allow ; 
Who  fent  you  once  the  fumen  of  a  fow  ;f 
Far  richer  food  than  pigs  that  lofe  their  breath, 
Whipp'd,  like  poor  foldiers  on  parades,  to  death. 

Sir 

•  Sec  Hawkfworth's  account  of  Captain  Copk*s  Voyage, 

f  Sir  W.Hamilton,  who  fent  Sir  Jofeph  from  Italy  this 
precious  prefent.  The  mode  of  making  it  properly  is,  by  tying 
the  teats  of  a  fow«  foon  after  fhe  hath  littered ;  continuing  the 
Kgatnre  till  the  poor  creature  is  nearly  exhaufted  with  tortare, 
uA  then  catting  her  throat.  The  effcds  of  the  milk  difFufed 
tkroagh.  this  bdly  part  are  fo  delicious/  as  to  be  thought  ample 
ilOttement  for  the  barbarity. 


) 
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Sir  William  !  hand  and  glove  widi  Naples  Kino! 
Who  made  with  rare  antiques  the  nation  ring  j 
Who,  when  Vesuvius  foam'd  with  melted  matter, 
March'd  up  and  chpp'd  his  nofe  into  thccrater^ 
Juft  with  the  fame  Jang-frotd  that  Joan  the  cook 
Cafts  on  her  dumplings  in  the  pot  a  look. 

But  more  the  world  reports  (I  hope  untrue). 
That  half  Sir  William's  Mugs  and  Gods  are  ntw\ 
Htm/elf  the  baker  of  th'  Etrurian  ware. 
That  made  our  Britilh  antiquarians  ftare ; 
Nay,  that  he  means  ere  long  to  crofs  the  main. 
And  at  his  Naples  oven  fweat  again ; 
And,  by  his  late  fucceffes  rendered  bolder. 
To  bake  new  mugs,  and  gods  fome  ages  older! 

SIR    JOSEPH. 
God  blefe  us !  what  to  Herjcbel  dare  you  fay. 
The  aftronomic  genius  of  the  day, 
Who  foon  will  find  more  wonders  in  the  fkies. 
And  with  more  Georgium  Siduses  furprifc  ? 

PETER. 
More  ^tnas  in  the  moon — more  cinder  loads ! 
Perhaps  mail-coaches  on  her  turnpike  roads^ 

Br 
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By  fome  great  Lunar  Palmer  taught  to  fly. 
To  gain  the  gracious  glances  of  the  eye 
Of  fome  penurious  man  of  high  degree, 
And  chaiTO  the  monarch  with  a  pojiage  free ; 
Such  as  to  Chelt'nam  waters  urg'd  their  way. 
Where  Cloacina  holds  her  ec^y  fway; 
Where  paper-mills  fliall  load  with  wealth  the  town. 
And  cv'ry  (hop  fhall  deal  in  wbitijh  brown ; 
Where  for  the  coach  the  King  was  wont  to  watch. 
Loaded  with  fifh,  fowl,  bacon,  and  dilpatch  j* 
Eggs  and  fmall  beer,  potatoes,  too,  a  ftorc. 
That  coft  in  Chelt'nam  market  twopence  more; 
Converting  thus  a  coach  of  matchlefs  art. 
With  two  rare  geldings,  to  a  futler's  cart. 
But,  voluble  Sir  Jofeph — ^not  fo  faft — 
The  fame  of  Herschel  is  a  dying  blaft; 
When  on  the  moon  he  firft  began  to  peep. 
The  wondVing  world  pronounc'd  die  gazer,  deep ; 

Buti 

*  Mr.  Palmer  vtry  genercujly  ofFered  his  Sovereign  a  mail- 
coach  to  carry  letters  and  difpatches  to  and  from  Cheltenham. 
The  offer  was  too  great  to  be  irefufed^a  fplendid  carriage  was 
bttilt  for  the  occafion:  his  mod  economic  Majefty^  however, 
wifely  knowing  that  fomething  more  than  a  few  letters  might  be 
contained  in  Mr.  Palmer's  vehicle,  converted  it,  as  the  poet 
hath  obfervcd,  into  a  cart,  and  faved  many  a  fixpence. 
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But  wifer  now  th'  «»-wond'ring  world,  alas ! 
Gives  all  poor  Herschkl's  glory  to  his  gla/si 
Convinc'd  his  boaftcd  aftronomic  ftrength 
Lies  in  his  tube\^  not  head^%  enormous  length. 

SIR    JOSEPH. 
Whae,  niggard !  not  on  Herfcbet  fame  beftow. 
So  curiouj  a  difcovVer  ?' — 

PETER. 

No!  man,  no! 
Give  it  to  MuDCEjf  whofe  head  contains  liiore  wr 
Than  (truft  me)  ever  lodg'd  in  Herschel's  houfe. 

SIR    JOSEPH. 
Lo,  at  my  call  the  noble  Marlborough's  votc> 
Whofe  obfervarion^  much  our  fanic  pronnotc. 

PETER. 

Who  from  his  Blenheim  chimneys  wonders  fpies-^ 
The  daily  advertijer  of  the  fkies : 

Who 

•  Wc  would  not  detract  from  Mr.  Herschel's  rttd  merits-* 
By  a  true  German  cart-houfe  labour,  he  made  a  little  imprQve- 
ment  on  Dr.  Mu  d q  b's  method  of  coxiltrufting  mirrors ;  fuch  i^^ 
this  geqdeman's  pretenfions  to  a  niche  in  the  temple  pf  Fa|<b.— • 
As  for  his  mathematical  abilities^  they  can  fc^rqely  be  calle4 
the  Jhadvws  of  Science. 

f  Dr.  MuBGB  of  Plymouth* 
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Who  equals  his  great  anceftor  in  head; 
A  hero*  who  could  neither  write  nor  read : 
Thus  equal  form'd,  to  all  the  world's  furprife ; 
As  one  Jwept  earth,  the  other  /weeps  the  Ikies. 

SIR    JOSEPH. 
HuNTBRf  with  fifh  intrigues  our  houfc  regales— 

PETER. 
The  tender  hiftory  of  cooing  whales !  J— 

SIR    JOSEPH. 
Great  in  the  noble  art  of  gelding  fows  !— 

PETER. 
And  giving  to  the  boar  a  barren  fpoufe ! 
Who  proves,  what  many  unbelievers  (hocks. 
That  age  converts  ben  pheafants  into  cocks! 
Vol.  IL  K  And 

•  The  famous  Duke  of  Marlborough  was  reported  to  have 
ken  an  iUiterate  man ;  which  (hows  that  a  headpiece  for  the  arts 
ttd  fciencesy  and  a  headpiece  for  facing  canaon-balls>  are  widely 
formed  of  diffntnt  materials. 

f  John  Hunter  adually  received  the  Society's  gold  medal  for 
three  paperij  viz.  on  fow-gelding;  on  the  wolf>  jackall,  and 
4og  ;  fn^ing  Incontejiaily,  what  the  world  knew  before^  that  the 
t&refiud  animals  were  Iwftd  fidt  of  the  fame  fpecies :  alfo  on  the 
kvet  of  whales* 

t  See  article  30,  1780,  in  the  Philofophical  Tranfa£lions> 
where  Mr.  Jolin  Hunter  gives  a  wonderful  account  of  a  pheafant 
with  three  legs^  that  by  age  changed  from  a  ftmak  to  a  male. 
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And  why  not,  fincc  it  is  dcny'd  by  no  man 

That  age  hath  made  John  Hunter  an  Old  Woman  f 

Believe  mc,  foil  as  well  might  Papifts  bring 
Quills  from  a  Seraph's  tail,  or  Cherub's  wing; 
Saint  Dunstan's  crab  ftick,  which  the  Saint  unciviL 
Broke  on  the  back  of  our  great  foe  the  Devil  ; 
Saint  Andrew's  toe.  Saint  Agatha's  old  finock> 
And  ftones  that  rattled  round  Saint  Stephen's  block  ^ 
Saint  Joseph's  fighs  fo  deep,  prcferv'd  in  botdcs. 
Amounting,  legends  fay,  to  many  pottles ; 
Caught  as  the  Saint,  with  all  his  might  and  niainj 
Was  cleaving  billets,  for  his  fire,  in  twain  j 
Or  bones  *  from  Catacombs  to  form  new  faints. 
To  cure,  like  all  quack  med'cines,  all  complaints ! 
Such  might  the  journals  of  the  houfe  record. 
As  well  as  Hunter's  wond'rous  cock-ben  bird. 

SIR    JOSEPH. 
Like  Blagden  who  can  write  and  deeply  think? 

PETER. 
Who  write  like  him  on  iron  moulds  and  ink  ?t 

Sm 

•  In  1672,  four  hundred  faints  were  recruited;  fach  was  ika 
extraordinary  harveft  of  baptized  and  canonized  bones  from  tlie 
Caticombs  at  Rome.    Fide  Religious  Rites  and  CeremoOietw 

t  Fidi  Article  39,  1787,  of  the  Philof.  Tranf. 
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See  fhira  and  (hifts^  by  iron-moulds  that  rot> 
By  Blagdsn's  wifdom  loie  each  yellow  fpot  1 
For  tbiSf  fliall  laundry  virgins  lift  their  voice  j 
Napkins  and  damalk  tablecloths  rejoice  j 
Ruffles  and  caps^  and  fheets^  and  pillow-cafes^ 
Lofe  their  fad  ftains,  and  fmile  with  lily  faces. 
Lo !  to  improve  of  man  the  foaring  mind. 
For  facred  fcience,  to  his  fkin  unkind. 
Did  Doftor  Blagden  in  an  oven*  bake. 
Brown  as  burnt  coffee  or  a  barley  cake, 
Whilft,  down  his  nofe  projecting,  fweat  in  rills 
Unfav'ry  flow'd  like  hartfhorn  ftreams  from  ftills. 

SIRJOSEPH. 

Great  Duckweed  THOMPsoN,f  all  my  foul  reveres ! 
And  MuL GRAVE  charms  me  with  his  arftic  bears* 
My  eyes  with  fliells,  lo !  limpet  Davies  greets ! 
And  Dodor  Lettsome  with  his  rare  horfe-beets ! 
Beets,  that  with  fhame  our  parfnips  fhall  overwhelm. 
And  fairly  drive  potatoes  from  the  realm ! 

K  2  Beets! 

•  The  Do£lor*8  body  in  the  hot  oven,  with  his  nofe  projefting 
fiom  the  hole  for  air,  would  be  no  bad  fubjed  for  the  graver. 

^         \  Six  Bcajaaiiii,  a  fecood  LinnsBUs* 
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Beets !  in  whofe  juft  applaufes  we  are  hoarfc  all ; 
Such  arc  the  wond'rous  powVs  of  Mangel  JVorfaL^ 

PETER. 

Beets  that  (hall  keep  gaunt  Famine  to  his  Eaft, 
And  make  him  on  Gentoos,  as  ufual,  fcafti 
Whilft  ev'ry  lucky  Briton  that  one  meets 
Shall  ftrut  a  Falstaff,  fuch  the  powV  of  Beets  I 
Beets !  that  jnuft  bring  the  Quaker  wealth  and  feme. 
And  give  his  cheek  the  virgin  glow  of  (hame ; 
Who  ne'er,  meek  man,  was  known  a  fece  to  pulh. 
Nor  hear  his  own  applaufe  without  a  blufh ! 
Beets !  that  fliall  form  an  epoch  in  our  times. 
And  thus,  by  Peter  prais'd,  embalm  his  rhymes ! 

SIR    JOSEPH. 

Then,  what  of  Aubert-J"  think  you,  diat  great  man^ 
Whofe  broad  eye  deems  creadon  fcarce  a  Ipan  ? 

PETER 

*  The  more  pompous  name  of  the  Beet. 

f  A  filk-merchant,  and  F.  R.  S.  who  every  Sunday,  wet  o 
dry,  cloudy  or  funfhine,  calm  or  windy,  vifits  Greenwich,  t« 
catch  the  fun  on  the  meridian.  Such  is  this  gentleman's  rage  fo 
the  art,  that  he  now  has  at  Loampitt-Hill,  near  Greenwich 
two  thoofand  pounds  worth  of  allronomical  inilrvunents* 
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PETER. 

Who  weekly  with  his  watch  is  feen  to  run. 
The  little  pupil  of  a  Greenwich  fun, 
To  learn  the  motions  of  old  Time,  and  mock 
The  ftUal  errors  of  each  London  clock. 
Thus  Lubin,  from  his  foUtary  Down, 
Leads  little  Lubin  to  a  neighboring  town: 
The  lad  with  ecftafy  furveys  the  fcene  j 
Then  home  returning,  with  triumphant  mien, 
Corrcfts  his  mother's,  fifter's  converfations. 
And  wonder  at  his  ignorant  relations. 
AuBERT  who  meriteth  indeed  applaufe ! 
Full  of  high-founding  phrafes,  and  wifeyiwj; 
Who  from  his  cradle  leam'd  the  ftars  to  lifp. 
And  to  a  meteor*  tum'd  a  will-o'-wifp ! 

SIR    JOSEPH. 
Pray,  then,  what  think  ye  of  our  famous  Daines? 

PETER. 
^nk  of  a  man  deny'd,  by  Nature,  brains  ! 

K  3  Whofe 

•  One  fortunate  evening,  as  he  was  returning  from  his  be- 
loved obfervatory,  a  Jack-a-lantem  fprung  up  and  played  fome 
^ncb  before  the  philofophical  iUkman,  whofe  optics,  too  apt 
^  magnify  objefb,  converted  it  into  an  amazing  meteor,  with 
vhick  the  royal  jonrnalt  foon  after  Uaxtd* 
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Whofe  tralh  fo  oft  the  royal  leaves  difgraces: 
Who  knows  not  jordans,  fool !  from  Roman  vafi 
About  old  pots  his  head  for  ever  puzzling. 
And  boring  earth,  like  pigs  for  troufles*  muzzlir 
Who  likewifc  from  old  urns,  to  crotchets  leaps. 
Delights  in  mufic,  and  at  concerts  /leeps  f. 

SIR    JOSEPH. 
Zounds !  'tis  in  vain,  I  fee,  to  utter  praife  !— 

PETER. 
Then  mention  fome  one  who  dejerves  my  lays* 

SIR    JOSEPH. 
Know  then,  I've  fent  to  diftant  parts  to  find 
Beings  die  moft  uncommon  of  their  kind : 
The  greateft  monfters  of  the  land  and  water— 

PETER. 
The  beautiful  deformities  of  nature ! 


•  There  arc  pigs  kept  exprefsly  for  hunting  troufles  ii 
parts  of  England. 

f  Such  are  the  powers  of  fomnolency  over  Mr.  Dainei 
RING  TON— at  feveral  of  the  Hanover-fquare  concerts  ha 
Lyric  Peter  feen  the  Antiquarian  in  ^Mtriw^  mufical 
lation,  but  verily  amufed  with  a  moft  comfortable  nap. 


/ 


/BTBU'S  PROPHECr.  IJJ 

Birds  without  heads^  and  tails>  and  wings^  and  legs^ 
Tremendous  Cyclop  pigs,  and  Ipccklefs  eggs ; 
Snails  from  Japan,  and  walfps,  and  Indian  jays^ 
Coounand  attention,  and  excite  our  praife : 
Chopfticks  and  backfcrapers  arc  curious  things  j 
Scalps,  and  tobacco-pipes,  and  Indian  firings. 
Such  as  to  charm  the  wond'ring  Cits  we  fee. 
Where  Don  Saltbro  *  gives  his  Sunday's  tea ; 
Great  Don  Saltero,  name  of  high  renown. 
Who  treats,  too,  with  immortal  rolls  the  town ! 


Rare  are  the  buttons  of  a  Roman's  breeches. 
In  antiquarian  eyes  furpaffing  riches : 
Rare  is  each  cracked,  black,  rotten,  earthen  difh. 
That  held  of  ancient  Rome  the  flefti  and  fifli : 
Rare  are  the  talifrnans  that  drove  the  Devil, 
And  rare  die  bottles  that  contain'd  old  fnivel. 
Owk'  heads,  and  fnoring  frogs,  preferv'd  in  fpirits, 
Moft  certainly  are  not  without  their  merits ; 
Yet  thcfe  to  gain,  and  give  to  public  view, 
Lo !  Parkinson  knows  full  as  well  as  you ; 

fo       As  did  Sir  Ashton  fam*d,  whofe  mental  pow'r 
Juft  ncach'd  to  tell  us  by  the  clock  the  hour. 

bA  K  4  SIR 

^  •At  Chclfca, 


IiTj 


i 
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SIR    JOSEPH. 

Poh!  p-x!   don't  laugh — fuch  things  arc  rich  and 
Bc/ometbing  facrcd— let  not  all  be  farce.         [fcarcc. 

PETER. 
Sir  Jofeph,  I  muft  laugh  when  things  like  thcfc 
Beyond  Jublimities  have  pow'r  to  pleafe : 
To  crowd  wth  fuch  poor  littlenejs  your  walls. 
Is  putting  Mafter  Punch  into  St.  Paul's. 
Yet,  to  the  point — the  place  on  which  you  dote 
Hath  been  for  ever  carried  by  the  vote. 
Know  then,  your  parafius  begin  to  bellow, 
And  call  you  openly  a  (hallow  fellow ; 
In  vain  to  Jmiling  Majejiy  you  fly  j 
'Tis  on  the  many  that  you  muft  rely : 
E'en  blockheads  blufh,  fo  much  are  they  afham'd— 

SIR    JOSEPH, 

They  and  their  modeft  bluflies  may  be  d-wi'd» 
Ungrateful  fcoundrels !  eat  my  rolls  and  butter. 
And  daring  thus  their  infolences  mutter ! 
Swallow  my  turtle  and  my  beef  by  poundsj 
And  tear  my  ven'fon  like  a  pack  of  hounds  i 

Y« 
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Yet  have  the  impudence,  die  brazen  face. 
To  fay  I  am  not  fitted  for  the  flace! 
In  God's  name  let  my  wine  in  torrents  flow ! 
E*en  be  my  houfe  a  tavern  in  Soho  ! 
Of  daily  ven'fon  let  me  try  the  force. 
And  keep  an  open  houie  for  man  and  horfe. 
Oh !  let  me  hold  by  any  means  the  chair ! — 
To  keep  that  honour  every  thing  I  dare ! 

PETER. 

I  own  that  nothing  like  good  cheer  fucceeds— 
A  man's  a  God  whofc  hogfliead  freely  bleeds: 
Champaigne  can  confecrate  the  damned'ft  evil: 
A  hungry  Parafite  adores  a  Devils 
In  radiant  virtues  his  poor  hoft  arrays. 
And  iinooths  him  with  the  goflimer  of  praife; 
*  Stuff*d  to  the  throat  till  repetition  tires. 
And  Gluttony's  huge  greafy  wilh  expires  1 
Jfoftate  then,  the  knave  denies  his  church. 
And  leaves  his  Samt,  with  laughter^  in  the  lurch. 

In  Ihort,  your  gormandizers  and  your  drinkers 
Quit  their  old  feith,  and  turn  out  rank  free-thinkers. 
4  Dead 
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Dead  is  the  novelty  of  fine  fat  haunches^ 
And  truth  no  longer  facrific'd  to  paunches : 
Afham'd>  at  length,  die  fad,  repentant  sinners 
All  blufh  to  barter  flatt'ry  for  good  dinnere: 
No  charms  furround  the  knocker  of  your  door. 
That  beam'd  with  honour,  but  now  beanu  no  more ! 

SIR    JOSEPH. 
Bctray'd  by  thofe  on  whom  my  all  depends  !— 

PETER. 
Betriay*d>  like  CiESAR,  by  his  bofom  friends ! 

SIR    JOSEPH. 
Though  man,  ungrateful  man,  his  aid  deny; 
The  Pow'r  whofe  wifdom  rules  yon  lofty  (ky. 
May  grant  his  gracious  and  protefting  pow'r. 
And  aid  my  efforts  in  the  trying  hour ! 

PETER. 
Left  by  your  earthly  friends,  I  fear  your  pray'rs, 
Moft  pious  President,  won't  mend  affairs : 
The  Pow'r  you  mention,  witfi  aH-feeing  eyes. 
Well  knows  your  little  rev'rence  for  his  Jkies.^ 

Th  $ 

•  The  Poet  here  moft  facetioufly  and  beautifully  alltides  to  \m 
feceflkm  of  the  aftronomical  geniusea  firom  the  Society. 
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Thus  may  your  pray'rs  be  vain,  however  hearty; 
Befides,  Heav*k  oft'neft  joins  xhtftrongefi  party* 

SIR    JOSEPH. 

'Sblood !  have  I  praftis'd  ev'ry  art  in  vain  ? 
Undaunted  fac'd  the  dangers  of  the  nnain  ?— 

PETER. 
And  fac*d  Queen  Oborea  in  the  boat, 
And  loft  your  fhoes  and  ftockings,  and  your  coat: 
A  circumftance  that  much  the  tale  enriches. 
But  providentially  preferv*d  your  breeches ! 
For  unknown  weeds,  dar*d  unknown  paths  explore. 
And  frightened  cannibals  from  (horc  to  fliorc ; 
On  each  new  ifland  clapp'd  King  George's  fcal, 
A  Iharp  impreflion  too  of  bardeft  Jieel  \ 
Whilft  witnefs  Piftol  and  his  brother  Gun 
Look'd  with  a  pointed  approbation  on. 
A  decent  mediod  of  appropriation. 
And  adding  glory  to  the  Britifli  nation ! 
True,  you  have  try'd  to  be  as  great  as  he. 
The  vent'rous  Trojan,  fport  of  wind  and  fea, 
•^  Who  left  old  Troy,  Wis  parifh,  far  from  home, 
.^To  find  a  kxl^g  for  imperial  Rome  :— 

4  Yet 
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Yet  arc  thofe  feats  what  vulgars  term  a  iore; 
Stale  ftuff — the  Members  look  for  fomething  more. 
I  grant,  you  naked  with  your  fervants  pranc'd. 
To  Ihow  how  folks  at  Otaheite  danc'd : 
And  much  the  fmiling  audience  you  amus*d. 
Though  DECENcy,  indeed,  the  dance  abus'd : 
She,  blufhing  damfel,  turned  her  head  afide. 
And  wilh'd  a  whip  to  ev'ry  hopping  hide. 
Grant  that  you  fent,  to  charm  the  public  eye, 
Egyptian  ftones,*  that  form'd  for  hogs  a  flyei 
With  feeming  hieroglyphics  on  their  faces. 
That  prov'd  unfortunately  pigs*-feet  traces : 
Yet  lo !  like  bullocks  in  a  fair,  they  roar. 
Or  vacate  bid  you,  or  do  fomething  more. 

SIR    JOSEPH. 

*Sdeath,  then,  I'll  fpit  in  ev'ry  blockhead's  face; 
Kick  tliem,  and  purge  the  dwelling  from  difgracc* 

PETER* 

•  Sir  Jofeph  fent  fome  curiotis  Egyptian  ftones  to  the  Britifli 
Mofeam ;  fuch  was  his  zeal  for  the  honour  of  Hieroglyphics : 
biiti  as  that  building  po/Tefles  already  as  much  of  the  aittique  as  it 
can  tveU  autbtttticate,  they  were  returned  in  a  cart  upon  Us 
hands. 
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PETER. 

I   Thus  when  a  hoft  of  grafshoppcrs  and  rats, 
B^  men  undaunted,  unabafh'd  by  cats. 
In  hopping  and  in  running  legions  pours. 
Affrights  the  Papifts,  and  their  grafs  devours  s 
Lo,  arm'd  with  pray'rs  to  thunder  in  their  ears, 
A  Bishop  boldly  meets  the  buccaneers; 
Sprinkles  his  holy  water  on  the  fod. 
And  drives,  and  damns  them  in  the  name  of  God  !* 

Tou  purge  the  tainted  dwelling  from  difgrace. 
By  boldly  fpitting  in  each  Member's  face ! 
Where,  /weet  Sir  Jofeph,  will  you  find  the  Ipitde, 
Since  what  would  float  the  Albion  f  were  too  little  f 

With  folemn,  fentimental  ftep,  fo  flow, 
I  fee  you  through  the  ftreets  of  London  go. 

With 

*  This  is  adttally  done  in  Roman  Catholic  countries  by  order 
of  the  charch.  In  Tome  places  two  attorneys  are  employed  in 
theaffiiir  of  the  grafshoppers ;  one  for  the  grafshoppers,  the  other 
for  the  people :  but  It  Is  the  fate  of  the  grafshoppers  to  have  the 
worft  of  it,  as  they  are  always  anathematized ^  and  prdered  to  be 
czcommiiBicated  if  they  do  not  quit  the  place  within  a  ccrtaia 
namber  of  days. 

t  One  of  our  firft-ratet« 
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With  poring,  ftudious,  flaring,  earth-naird  eye. 
As  hcedlefs  of  the  mob  that  buftles  by. 
This  was  a  fchcme  of  wifdom,  let  me  lay; 
But  lo,  this  trap  for  &nie  hath  had  its  day; 
And  let  me  tell  you,  what  IVc  urg'd  before. 
The  reftlels  Members  look  for  fomething  mwe. 

SIR    JOSEPH. 
Zounds !  ha*nt  I  fwallow'd  raw  flefli  like  a  hound  ? 
On  vileft  reptiles  rung  the  changes  round  ? 
Eat  ev'ry  filthy  infeft  you  can  mention; 
Tarts  made  of  grafshoppers,  my  own  invention  ? 
Frogs;  tadpoles  by  the  Ipoonful,  long-tail'd  imps; 
And  munch*d  cockchafers  juft  like  prawns  or  fhrimps  ? 

PETER. 
In  troth,  I've  feen  you  many  a  reptile  eat. 
And  heard  you  call  the  dirty  diih  a  treat ; 
Oft  have  I  feen  you  meals  on  monkeys  make ; 
Nay,  Hercules  furpafs — devour  youV  Snake; 
And  make  as  litde  of  a  toad  or  viper. 
As  pelicans  of  mack'rel  or  a  piper; 
And  wriggling  round  your  mouth  its  little  claws. 
Have  heard  a  bat  cry  "  Murder !"  in  your  jaws:  . 
Yet,  hear.  Sir  Jofeph,  what  I've  faid  before. 
The  bluihing  Members  look  for  fomething  more. 

SIR 
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SIR     JOSEPH. 

Hell  fcize  the  pack ! — unconfcionable  dogs!— 
Snakes,  fpiders,  beetles,  chaffers,  tadpoles,  frogs, 
All  fwallow'd  to  difplay  what  man  can  do^ 
And  muft  the  villains  >f/7/  have  fomethink  new  ?— 
Tell,  then,  each  pretty  President  Creator, 
G— d  d-nui  him,  that  Til  eat  an  Migator! 

PETER. 
Sir  Jofeph,  pray  don't  eat  an  Alligator- 
Go  fwallow  fomewhat  of  z /offer  nature; 
Feaft  on  the  arts  and  fcicnces,  and  learn 
Sublimity  from  trifle  to  difccra: 
Widi  fhells,  and  flies,  and  daifics,  cover'd  o>r. 
Let  pert  Queen  Fiddlef addle  rule  no  more: 
Thus  Ihall  Philosophy  her  fuffrage  yield, 
Sir  Joseph  wear  his  hat,*  and  hammer  wield; 
No  more  (hall  Wisdom  on  the  Journals  flare. 
Nor  Newton's  f  image  blufli  behind  the  chair. 

•  The  Prefidcnt  has  the  ineftimable  and  fole  privilege  of  fit- 
ting covered  at  the  Royal  Society's  meetings. — The  hammer 
forms  a  part  of  the  regalia^  to  command  filence,  and  roufe  the 
Members  from  their  happy  flumbers,  whilft  their  Secretary, 
Dr.  Blagden,  proclaims  rare  neuus  from  the  moth,  bat,  butterfly, 
ud  fpider  countries. 

t  The  pi^are  of  this  great  man  is  immediately  behind  the 
cluir  of  the  Prisidbnt. 
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^  Mf  Ikvc  if  inditiiig  of  a  good  matter— I  fpeak  of  the  thingi  whjch  I  hate 
"  made^  unto  the  Kimg.  Psalm  xiv. 

*'  Ncnfoffiim  tecum  vivfrCf  me  fint  /r/' 
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THE    ARGUMENT. 

jRANo  Exoriiwk,  containing  news  from  Jtrkbo^-^VtriLx 
nfbniieth  Majesty  of  the  great  noife  on  their  tt^peBxvt 
ccoiuit8**andulketh of  Sampson  andDALiLAH — ^TheLon- 
ioA  Cfigti'hwfes  and  the  Rtyd  Exci?ange^^?BrER  e^cptaineth  the 
aafe  of  the  great  noife,  and  ejaculatetb — talketh  of  prepara- 
ions  at  the  Palace  for  his  difgrace  and  murder — Pbter  in- 
ibnnethMAjBSTY  of  what  Majesty  hath  been  informed — 
:offlplaineth  that  he  hath  been  pi6lured  a  downright  devil — 
beggeth  that  a  proper  inquiry  may  be  inftituted— Peter  pro- 
wunceth  himfelf  no  drvil — Peter  writeth  /ofi  fonnets,  lo 
pn>?e  that  he  hath  not  a  barJ  heart. 

rix  talketh  of  courtiers  and  court  matters— of  what  the 
"rorld  wickedly  iayeth  of  him — Peter  cannot  convince  the 
i^orld— mentioneth  the  defpondence  of  the  news-papers,  maga- 
unes,  and  reviews — alfo  the  famine  in  poetry — Peter  excul- 
atcth  Ma  JEST  Y— Peter  refufeth  modeftly — hinteth  at  Royal 
nisfbrtunes,  diamonds,  nabobs ,  and  an  adion  of  trover — Peter 
>ropheficth  mournfully — giveth  the  hiftory  of  NsBucHAD- 
fEZZAR's  grafs  diet — Peter  afFordeth  good  reafons  for 
efofing  a  peniion — relateth  an  anecdote  of  a  dead  arcbbtjhop^ 
^rmetha  fcheme  for  univcrfal  happinefs,  by  difcovering  Sin 
od  Shame  to  be  a  pair  of  imfofiors,  and  for  making  mournful 
imday  merry<^-PETER  outdoeth  old  poets  in  egotijm — con- 
emneth  Miftrefs  Damer,  the  gxt2it  Jhe-ftatuary,  iox  attempting 
or  mod  fublime  Sovereign  — Peter,  like  many  authors ^ 
ichibiteth  prodigious  acquaintance  with  ancient  literature,  by 
tentioning  the  names  of  Jupiter,  Phidias,  Praxiteles, 
'iRGiL,  and  Augustus  C^sar — Peter  puffeth  again— 
etsr  prodnceth  a  tale  about  Majesty,  Mr.  Robinson, 
LDIRMAN  Skinner,  and  choaked  Jheep — alfo  a  tale  of  Ma- 
esty  and  Parfon  Young,  whofe  neck  was  unfortunately 
olunged  at  a  hunt* 
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Peter  ilill  hankereth  after  peniions— declaimeth  on  the  poweri 
of  poetry,  as  alfo  on  his  own  miraculous  powers — Peter  pro- 
fefleth  independency,  and  great  capability  of  making  a  hearty 
mutton-bone  dinner  like  Andrew  Marvel — Peter  diftirnfteth 
his  fortitude — quoteth  Oppofition  men  for  pitiful  defenion  of 
principle,  and  defcanteth  on  money— -Peter  telleth  an  appo- 
fite  tale  of  Lady  Huntington's  Parfon,  a  dog,  and  a  'fquire* 

Peter  quoteth  the  «u;/WandMr.  Eden— exhiblteth  more  fymp- 
toms  of  penfion-love—concludeth  in  a  foam  againfi  ibi^^r 
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UrEAD  Sir,  the  rams  horns  that  blew  down 
The  walls  of  Jericho's  old  town. 

Made  a  rtloft  fnonftroils  uproar,  all  agree : 
But  lo !  a  louder  noife  around  us  rages. 
About  two  moft  important  perfonages ; 

No  lefs,  my  Royal  Libgi^  than  Tou  and  Mif 

In  ftiort,  not  greater  the  Philistines  made 
When  Dalilahj  a  litdc  artful  jade, 

(Indeed  a  very  pretty  ^1) 
Snipp'd  ofF  her  lover  Mr.  Sampson's  curl. 
Who  well  repaid  the  clamours  of  the  bears. 
By  pulling  down  the  houfe  about  their  earsw 

Prodigious  is  the  fhake  around ! 
Still  London  keeps  (thank  God)  her  ground; 
Yet,  how  th'  Exchange  and  Coffee-houses  ring? 
Nothing  is  heard  but  Peter  and  the  Kino  : 
The  handfome  bar-maids  flare,  as  mute  as  fifhes ; 
And  Mow  waiters^  frighten'd,  drop  their  diflies  1 

L  3  At 


150  Peter's  pensioi^. 

At  firft  'twas  thought  the  triumph  of  the  Jcwsk 
Oft  fome  great  vift'ry  in  the  boxing  way  i 

The  news,  the  very  anti-chriftian  news. 
Of  Israel's  Hero*  having  won  the  day; 

And  Humphries,  a  true  Chriftian  boxeri  beat: 

Enough  to  giv^  all  Christjrhpom  a  fwcet. 

Again,  'tw^  thought  great  aews  of  the  Grand  Turk, 
Who  on  his  hands  hath  got  fomc  ferious  work : 

'Twas  fancied  he  had  loft  the  day; 
That  ev'ry  Muflulmaji  was  killed  in  battle, 
A  fate  moft  proper  for  fuch  heathen  cattle. 

Who  do  not  pr^y  to  God  our  way. 

But  lo !  unto  the  lofty  ikies. 

Of  found  this  wonderful  afcenfion. 
Doth  verily,  n\y  Liege,  from  this  arife ; 

That  you  have  giv'n  die  gentle  Bard  a  penfion ! 

Great  is  the  ftiout  indeed,  Sir,  all  abroad. 

That  you  have  order'd  me  this  handfome  thing; 

On  which,  with  lifted  eyes,  I've  (aid,  "  Good  God ! 
"  Though  great  my  merits,  yet  how  great  the  King  l" 

And  yet,  believe  mc.  Sir,  Ibtclyheard, 

That  all  your  doqrs  were  doqbly  locked  and  barred 

Againfl: 

•  Mendoza. 
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Agsund:  the  Poet,  for  his  tuneful  art; 
And  tlutt  the  tall,  ftiff,  ffartdy  red  macKncs, 
Your  grcnacficrs,  die  guards  of  Kmgs  and  Queens, 

Were  ordered  all  to  ftab  meto  the  heart : 

That,  if  to  Houfe  of  Buckingham  I  came. 
Commands  fo  dread  were  giv'n  to  Miftreis  BRioOt 

A  comely,  fquabby,  ftout,  two-handed  dame. 
To  box  the  Poet's  cars,  and  pull  his  wig; 

The  cooks  to  fpit  him — curry  him,  the  grooms ; 

And  kitchen  queens  to  bafte  him  with  their  brooms. 

You're  told  that  in  my  ways  I'm  very  evil ! 

So  ugly !  fit  to  travel  for  a  fhow ; 

And  that  I  look  all  grimly  where  I  go ! 
Juft  like  a  devil ! 
With  horns,  and  tail,  and  hoofs,  that  make  folks  dart; 
And  in  my  bread  a  milUlone  for  a  heart ! 

This  comedi  from  a  certain  painter.  Sire  : 
Bid  ftory-moi^ng  Nicolav  inquire; 

Your  Page,  your  Mercury,  with  cunning  eyes ; 
Who^  jumping  at  each- founds  fo  eager  opes 
His  pretty  withered  pair  of  Cbimfe  chops. 

Like  a  Dutch  dog  that  leaps  at  butterflies. 
He,  Sire,  wiU  look  me  o'er,  and  will  not  fail 
Ta  fwear  that  Tve  no  horns,  nor  hoo&,  nor  tail. 

L  4  Lord ! 
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Lord !  Lord !  thefe  fayings  grieve  me  and  furprifc  I 
Dread  Sir,  don*t  fee  with  odier  people's  eyes — 

No  dev'l  am  I,  with  horns,  and  tail,  and  hoofs : 
As  for  the  likenefs  of  my  heart  to  ftone  5 
No,  Sir,  'tis  full  as  tender  as  your  own : 

Accept,  my  Liege,  fome  fimple  love-fick  proofs. 


For     CYNTHIA. 


A  H  !  tell  me  no  more,  my  dear  girl,  with  a  figh. 
That  a  coldnefs  will  citep  o'er  my  heart  j 

That  a  fullen  indifPrence  will  dwell  on  my  eye. 
When  thy  beauty  begins  to  depart. 

Shall  thy  graces,  O  Cynthia,  that  gladden  my  day. 

And  brighten  the  gloom  of  the  night. 
Till  life  be  exringuifli'd,  from  memory  ftray. 

Which  it  ought  to  review  with  delight  ? 

Upbraiding,  Ihall  Gratitude  fay  with  a  tear, 
'*  That  no  longer  I  think  of  thofe  charms 

"  Which  gave  to  my  bofom  fuch  rapture  fincere, 
"  And  faded  at  length  in  my  arms  ?'* 

Why 
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Why  yes !  it  may  happen,  thou  Damfel  divine : 

To  be  honcft— I  freely  declare. 
That  c*cn  now  to  thy  converfe  fo  much  I  incline;^ 

I  already  forget  thou  art  fair. 


To     LAURA. 


HOW  happy  was  nly  mom  of  love. 
When  firft  thy  beauty  won  my  heart! 

How  guiltlefs  of  a  wifh  to  rove ! 
I  deem*d  it  more  than  death  to  part ! 

Whene'er  from  thee  I  chanc'd  to  ftray. 
How  ^cy  dwelt  upon  thy  mien. 

That  fpread  with  flow'rs  my  diftant  way. 
And  fhow'r'd  delight  on  every  fcene  I 

But  Fortune,  envious  of  my  joys. 
Hath  robb'd  a  lover  of  thy  charms ; 

From  me  thy  fweeteft  fmile  decoys. 
And  gives  thee  to  another's  arms. 

Yet,  though  mj  tears  are  doom'd  to  flow. 
May  tears  be  never  Laura's  lot !  ' 

Let  Love  proteft  tby  heart  from  woe ; 
Hfs  wound  to  mine  (liall  be  forgot. 


J 


HYMN 
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HYMN    TO    MODESTY. 

O !  Modesty,  thou  (hy  and  Wufhflil  maid^ 
Don't  of  a  fimple  fhepherd  be  afraid : 
Wert  thou  mjf  lamb,  with  fwcetcft  grals  I'd  treat  thcc ; 
I  am  no  wolf  fo  favagc  that  would  eat  thee : 

Then  hafte  with  mc,  O  nymph,  to  dwell. 

And  give  a  goddefs  to  my  cell. 

Thy  fragrant  breaft,  like  Alpine  fnows  fo  white. 

Where  all  the  neftling  Loves  delight  to  lie; 
Thine  eyes  fo  foft,  that  fhed  the  milder  light 

Of  Night's  pale  wand'rcr  o'er  her  cloudlefi  flcy, 
O  nymph,  my  panting,  wiibing  bc^om  warm^ 
And  beam  around  me,  what  a  world  of  charm  I 

Then  hafte  with  me,  O  nymph,  to  dwell> 

And  give  a  godded  to  my  cell. 

Thy  flaxen  ringlets,  that  luxuriant  Iprtad, 
And  hide  thy  bofom  with  an  envious  fhade; 
Thy  polifli'd  cheek  fo  dimpled,  where  the  rofe 
In  all  the  bloom  of  ripening  fununer  blows ;. 
Thy  lufcious  lips  that  hear'nly  dreams  inipirt. 
By  beauty  form'd^  and  loaded  witb  defire; 

Widi 
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With  forrow,  and  with  wonder,  to  I  I  fee 
(What  melting  treafures !)  ibrwon  oway  on  tbei. 

Then  hafte  with  me,  O  nymph,  to  dwell. 

And  give  a  goddels  to  my  cell. 

Thou  knoweft  not  that  bofixn's  fair  defigns 
And  as  for  thoic  two  pouting  lips  divine. 

Thou  think'ft  them  form'd  alone  for  fimple  chat- 
To  bill  fo  happy  with  thy  fev'rite  dove. 
And  playful  force,  with  fweedy  fondling  love. 
Their  kifles  on  a  lapdog  or  a  cat. 

Then  hafte  with  me,  meek  maid,  tx>  dwell. 
And  give  a  goddefs  to  my  cell. 

Such  thou^ts  thy  fweet  fimplicity  produces! 
But  I  can  point  out  far  fublinier  ufes  \ 
Ufcs  the  very  befk  of  men  ^een> — 
Of  which  thine  innocence  did  never  dream: 

Then  hafle  with  me,  meek  maid,  to  dwell. 

And  give  a  godde&  to  my  cell. 

Oh!  9rf  from  Impudence,  the  brazen  rogue, 
Whofe  flippant  tongue  hath  got  the  Irifh  brogue : 
Whofc  hands  would  pluck  thee  like  the  feireft  floVrj 
Thy  cheeks,  eyes,  forehead,  lips  and  neck,  devour: 

4  Shun, 
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Shun,  fhun  that  Caliban,  and  with  me  dwell  i 
Then  come,  and  giye  a  goddefs  to  my  cell. 

The  world,  O  fimple  maid,  is  full  of  art. 
Would  turn  thee  pale^  and  fill  with  dread  thy  heart, 
Didft  thou  perceive  but  h^lf  the  fnares 
The  Dev'l  for  charms  like  thine  prepares ! 

Then  hafte,  O  nymph,  with  me  to  dwells 

And  give  a  goddefs  to  my  cell. 

From  mom  to  eve  my  kifs  of  fpeechlefs  lovey 
Thy  eyes'  mild  beam  and  blufhes  Ihall  improve  i 
And  lo !  from  our  fo  innocent  embrace. 
Young  Modesties  fhall  fpring,  a  numerous  race ! 
The  blufliing  girls  in  ev'ry  thing  like  tbee^ 
The  bafliful  boys  pFodigioufly  like  me! 

Then  hafte  with  me,  O  nymph,  to  dwell. 

And  give  a  goddefs  to  my  celU 


IS  not  this  pretty.  Sir?  can  aught  be  fwceter? 
Inftead  of  that  vile  appellauon.  Devil.* 
So  blackguard,  fo  unfriendly,  and  uncivil. 

Should  not  I  be  baptiz'd  the  gentle  Peter  ? 

5  Grcai 
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Great  is  the  buz  about  the  Court, 

As  at  th*  Exchange,  where  Jews,  Turks,  Chriftians 
meet. 
Or  Smithfield  Fair,  where  beads  of  ev'ry  fort. 

Pigs,  flieep,  men,  bullocks,  all  fo  friendly  greet 

Bufy  indeed  is  many  a  fly  court  leech ! 

Afraid  to  truft  each  other  with  a  fpeech-^ 

In  hems,  and  hahs,  and  half-words,  hinting; 

Some  whifp'ring,  lift'ning,  tip-toe  walking,  fquintingi 

For  lo,  fo  warily  each  courtier  Ipeaks, 

They  feem  to  talk  with  halters  round  their  necks. 

Some  praife  the  King  for  noblenefs  of  fpirit. 
For  ever  ftudying  how  to  find  out  merit ; 
Whilft  from  its  box  the  heart  doth  flily  peep. 

And  afks  the  tongue  with  marv'ling  eyes. 
How  it  can  dare  to  tell  a  heap 

Of  fuch  unconfcionable,  bare-fac'd  lies? 

*'  How  are  the  mighty  fall'n !"  the  people  cry — 

Meaning  mb — 
•^  Another  hog  of  Epicurus'  ftye; 
?*  This  vile  apoftat?  bends  to  Baal  the  knee  j 
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"  Lo,  for  a  litdc  meat  and  guzzle, 

'*  Thb  fneaking  cur>  too^  takes  the  muzzle. 

"  In  lyric  fcandal  loon  will  be  a  chafin — 

•'  He  wrote  for  bribes,  'tis  plain,  and  now  he  has  'cm. 

*'  This  mighty  war-horfe  will  be  foon  in  hand, 

"  By  means  of  meat.  At  price  of  Venal  notes, 
"  Calm  as  a  hackney  coach-horfe  on  his  Hand, 

*'  Toffing  about  his  nofe-bag  and  his  oats. 

*'  Whatever  he  hath  faid,  he  dares  ir;rfay, 

*'  In  native  impudence  fo  rich — 
*^  Explain  the  plaineft  things  away, 

"  And  call  his  Mufe  a  forward  b— — ; 
*'  Treat  fire  of  friendly  promifes  as  fmokc, 
**  And  laugh  at  truth  and  honour  as  a  joke.*' 

Such,  Sir,  is  your  good  people's  conftant  howl. 

As  thick  as  fmall-birds  peftering  a  poor  owl. 

In  vain  I  tell  the  world  around. 
That  I  have  not  a  penfion  found : 

This  Ipeech  of  fimple  truth  the  mob  enrages : 
«  Peter,  this  is  an  arrant  lie — 
*^  The  faft  is  clear,  too  clear,"  they  cry — 

"  Thou  haft  already  toucb'd  a  quarter's  wages. 

"  Varlct, 
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^  Varlct,  it  always  was  diy  vile  intention ; 

^  Thou  haft,  thou  haft,  thou  liar !  got  a  penfion/' 

Still,  to  fupport  my  innocence,  I've  &id, 
VIoft  finfolly,  lown— '^  I  han't,  by  G— :'* 

Yet,  had  I  fworn  my  eyes  out  of  my  head, 
rhey  never  had  bclicv'd — How  vaftly  odd ! 

The  morning  and  the  evening  papers. 
Struck  by  the  found,  are  in  the  vapours> 

And  mourn  and  droop,  to  think  I'm  dead. 
Stunn'd  by  the  unexpe6ted  news. 
The  Magazines  and  fage  Reviews 

For  grief  can  fcarcdy  lift  the  head. 

"  Nothing  but  poor,  mechamc  ftufF,"  they  cry, 
**  Shall  now  be  quoted  for  the  public  cyej — 

"  Nothing  ori^nal  in  fong^- 
^'  No  novelty  of  images  and  thought 
"  Before  our  fair  tribunal  fhall  be  brought ! 
"  But  trifling  tranfpofitions  of  our  tongue : 

''  Nought  but  a  folemn  pomp  of  words, 
^^  Bearing  a  Ufelefs  diought,  fhall  readers  meet: 

The  pifture  of  a  funeral  that  affords, 
"  So  folemn  marching  through  the  ftaring  ftreet; 

**  Where 
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**  Where  flags,  and  horfe,  and  foot,  a  forrow  ape, 
'^  Widi  all  the  dread  difmality  of  crape, 
*'  Near  the  poor  corpfe — ^perhaps  a  puny  brat, 
*'  Or  dry  old  maid,  as  meagre  as  a  cat." 

No,  Sir !  you  never  offered  me  a  penfion ; 
But  then  I  guefe  it  is  your  kind  intention : 
Yes,  Sir,  you  mean  a  fmall  douceur  to  proflTcr; 
But  give  me  leave.  Sir,  to  decline  the  ofTer. 

Tm  much  obliged  t'yc.  Sir,  for  your  good  will; 

But  Oratorios  have  half  iindone  ye : 
Tis  whifper'd,  too,  that  thieves  have  robb'd  the  till 

Which  kept  your  milk  and  butter  money. 

So  much  with  faving  wifdom  are  you  taken, 
Drury  and  Covent-Garden  feem  forfaken : 
Since  toji  attendeth  thofe  theatric  borders. 
Content  you  go  to  Richmond  House  with  ordnu 

Form'd  to  delight  all  eyes,  all  hearts  engage. 
When  lately  the  fweet  Princess  *  came  of  age. 
Train-oil  inftead  of  wax  was  bid  illume 
The  goodly  company  and  dancing-room ! 

This 

•  Princefs  Ro^al^ 


This  never  had  been  done,  I'm  very  fure. 
Had  not  you  been,  dread  Sir,^  extremely  poor. 

You  now  want  guineas  to  buy  live  ftock.  Sir, 
To  graze  your  Wihdfor  hill  and  Wiridfor  vale; 

And  farmers  will  not  let  their  cattle  ftir. 
Until  the  money's  down  upon  the  nail- 

Vm  told  your  Iheep  have  dy'd  by  dogs  and  bitches^ 
And  that  your  fowls  have  fuffer'd  by  the  fitchews ; 
And  that  your  man-traps,  guards  of  goofe  ahd  duckj 
And  cocks  and  hens,  have  had  but  fo-fo  luck : 
Scarce  fifty  rogues,  in  chafe  of  fowls  and  eggs^ 
Ha?c  m  thofc  loving  engines  left  their  legs. 


5^ 


The  bulfc.  Sir,  on  a  vifit  to  the  TowV, 
Howe'er  the  royal  vifage  may  look  four, 
Howc'er  aii  objeft  of  a  deep  devotion> 
Mufl  crofs  once  more  the  eaftem  ocean ! 

Indeed  I  h€>pe  die  di*nfiOfids  will  be  off, 

Or  fcandal  on  us  rolls  in  floods: 
Some  Nabob  may  be  ^le  enough 

To  bring  an  aftion  for  floVn  goods^ 

Vol.  II.  M  An 
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An  aftion,  to  fpcak  lawyer-like,  of  irov^i 
And  Heav'n  forbid  it  fliould  cooie  over ! 


For  money  matters,  I  am  fure. 

The  Abbey  mufic  was  put  off; 
Becaufe  the  royal  purfe  is  poor, 

Plagu'd  with  a  dry  confumptive  cough : 
Yet  in  full  health  again  that  purfe  may  riot. 
By  God's  grace,  and  a  (kim-milk  diet. 

Clofc  as  a  vice  behold  the  nation's  fift ! 
Vain  will  be  mouths  made  up  for  Civil  Lift; 
And  humble  pray'rs,  fo  very  ftalc. 
Will  all  be  caird  an  old  wife's  tale. 

Your  faithful  Commons  to  your  cravings 
Will  not  give  up  the  nation's  favings : 
Your  fev'rite  minifter,  I'm  told,  runs  refiiffl 
And  growls  at  fuch  petitions  Ukc  a  nuftiffl 

What  if  my  good  friend  Hastings  goes  to  pot  ? 

Adams  and  Anstruther  liave  flung  hard  ftbnesi 
He  finds  his  fituation  rather  hot : 

BuRK£,  Fox,  and  Sheridan,  nnay  break  his  bones. 

As 
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irely  as  we  faw  and  felt  the  bulfe. 
Jigs  hath  got  a  very  awkward  pulfe; 
lereforc  in  jeopardy  the  culprit  ftands ! 
patients  whofe  diforders  doftors  flight 
often,  he  may  bid  us  all  good  night; 
id  flip^  poor  man,  between  our  hands. 

ij  Sir !  oh !  then«  as  long  as  life  endures, 
;ht  but  renitMrdnce  of  die  bulfe  is  ours ; 
to  a  (lomaeh  that  like  ours  digelh, 
t  is  the  dinner  on  remembered  feafts. 

ik  we  cafes  underftand,  and  ken 
Dtoms,  as  wdl  as  moft  ingenious  men; 
-ord !  how  oft  the  wiTdOb  are  miftaken  t 
efbre  I  tremble  for  his  badgered  bacon. 

nay  be  out,  with  all  our  fkill  fb  clever ; 
what  we  think  an  ague,  prove  jail-fever. 

rcHADKBZZAR,  Sir,  the  King, 
crcd  hift'rics  fweetly  fing, 
on  all  fours  tum'd  out  to  grafs, 
ike  a  horfcj  or  mule^  or  z& : 

M  %  Heavens  I 
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Heav'ns !  what  a  fell  from  kingly  glory ! 
I  hope  it  will  not  fo  turn  out 
That  we  (hall  have  (to  make  a  rout) 

A  fecond  part  of  that  old  ftory ! 

This  penfion  was  well  meant,  O  glorious  King, 
And  for  the  Bard  a  very  pretty  thing; 
But  let  me.  Sir,  refiife  it,  I  implore — 
/ought  not  to  be  rich  whilft  you  are  poor:; 
No,  Sir !  I  cannot  be  your  humble  hack  i 
I  fear  your  Majefty  would  break  my  back. 

I  dare  refiife  you  for  another  reafon — 

We  differ  in  religion.  Sir,  a  deal; 
You  fancy  it  a  fin  ally'd  to  treafon. 

And  vafUy  dangerous  to  the  commonweaI> 
For  fubjefts,  minuets  and  jigs  to  play 
On  the  Lord's  day. 

Now,  Sir,  I'm  very  fond  of  fiddling; 

And,  in  my  morals,  what  the  world  calls  middling 

I've  afk'd  of  Consciencb,   who  came  Ibrait  f 

Heaven, 
Whether  I  ftood  a  chance  to  be  forgiv'n. 
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If  on  a  Sunday,  from  all  fcruples  free, 

1  fcrap'd  the  old  Black  Joke  and  Cbire  Amie? 

**Poh!  blockhead*'  (anlwer'd  Conscience)  know, 
"  God  never  againft  mufic  made  a  rule ; 

^^  On  Sundays  you  may  fafely  take  your  bow — 
"  And  play  as  well  the  fiddle  as  the  fool." 

A  late  ARcfelisHop,*  too,  O  King, 

Who  knew  moft  fecrets  of  the  fkies. 
Said,  Heav*n  on  Sundays  relifli'd  pipe  and  firing, 

Where  founds  on  founds  unceafing  rife ; 
And  a(k*d,  as  Sunday  had  its  mufic  tberei 
Why  Sunday  fhould  not  have  its  mufic  here  ? 

In  confequence  of  this  divine  opinion. 

That  Prince  of  Parsons  in  your  great  dominion 

Inform'd  his  felhionable  wife. 
That  Ihe  might  have  her  Sunday  routs  and  cards. 
And  meet  at  laft  with  Heav'n's  rewards, 

When  Death  fhould  take  her  precious  life. 

Thus  dropping  pious  qualms,  religious  doubts, 
His  lady  did  enjoy  her  Sunday  routs ! 

M  3  Upon 

•  CornwalUs. 
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Upon  Good-Friday,  too,  that  awful  day, 
Lo !  like  Vauxhall,  was  Lambeth  all  fo  gay ! 

Now  if  his  prefent  *  Grace,  with  (h^rpen'd  ey^, 

Could  fquint  a  litde  deeper  in  the  flcies. 

He  might  be  able  to  inform  his  Dame 

Of  two  impoftors,  p'rhaps,  call'd  Sin  an4  Shame, 

Who  many  a  pleafure  from  our  gralp  rdnove. 

Pretending  to  commiffions  from  abtve. 

Like  this,  a  fecret,  could  his  Grace  explore, 
What  a  proud  day  for  Us  and  Mistress  Moore  ! 
For  lo,  two  greater  foes  we  cannot  name 
To  this  world's  joys,  than  Miffieurs  Sin  and  Shame* 

Then  might  we  think  no  more  of  praife  and  prayer, 
But  leave  at  will  our  Maker  in  the  lurch ; 

Sleep,  racket,  lie  a  bed,  or  take  the  air. 
And  order  owls  and  bats  to  go  to  church. 

Sunday,  like  other  days^  would  then  have  life: 
Now  prim,  and  ftarch,  and  filent,  as  a  Quaker; 

And  gloomy  in  her  looks,  as  if  the  wife 
Or  widow  of  an  Undertaker, 

Happj 
•  Dr.  Moore. 
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Happy  fliould  I  have  been,  my  Lieg^, 
So  great  a  Monarch  to  oblige : 
And,  Sir,  between  you,  and  the  poll. 
And  me,  you  don't  knoW  what  you've  lofti 

The  lofs  of  me,  fo  great  a  Bard, 

Is  not,  O  King !  to  be  repaired. 

My  verfe,  fuperior  to  the  hardeft  rock. 

Nor  earthquake  fears,  nor  fea,  nor  fire ; 

Surpafling,  therefore,  Miftrefs  Damer*s  block. 

That  boalb  fome  Utile  likenefs  of  you,  Sire. 

That  block,  fo  pond'rous,  muft  with  age  decay. 

And  all  the  lines  of  wifdom  wear  away : 

I  grant  the  Lady's  loyalty  and  love  j 

Yet,  *^  none  hut  Phidias  fhould  attempt  a  Jove." 

The  Macedonian  Hero  grac'd  the  ftonc 

Of  fam'd  Praxiteles  alone; 
Forbidding  others  to  attempt  his  nob. 
It  was  fo  great  and  difficult  a  job, 

Augustus  fwore  an  oath  fo  dread, 

He'd  cut  off  any  poet's  head. 

But  Virgil's,  that  Ihould  dare  his  praife  rehcarfe> 

Or  mention  cv'n  his  name  in  verfe. 

M  4  Then, 
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Then,  Sir,  if  I  may  be  a  little  free. 
My  art  would  fuit  your  merits  to  a  Tt     * 

Lord !  in  my  adamantine  lays 

Your  virtues  would  like  bonfires  blaze  j 

So  firm  your  tuneful  jeweller  would  fet  'em^ 

They'd  break  the  teeth  of  Tim*  to  eat  'cm, 

Wrapped  in  the  fplendor  of  nriy  golden  line^ 
For  ever  would  your  Majefty  be  fine ; 
Appear  a  gentleman  of  firft  repute. 
And  always  glitter  in  a  birth-day  fuit. 

Then  to  all  ftories  would  I  give  the  lie. 

That  dar'd  attack  you,  and  your  fame  devour; 

Making  a  King  a  ninepin  in  pur  eye. 

Who  ought  like  Egypt's  pyramids  to  tow'r; 

Such  as  the  following  fable,  for  examples 

Of  impudence,  unprecedented  fample ! 


TH] 
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THE    ROYAL    SHEEP, 

SOME  time  ago  a  dozen  lambs. 
Two  rcv*rend  patriarchal  rams. 
And  one  good  morfierly  old  ewe. 
Pied  on  a  fudden  down  at  Kew  ; 

Where,  with  the  fweeteft  innocence,  alas ! 
Thofe  pretty,  inofFcnfive  lambs. 
And  reverend  horned  patriarchal  rams. 
And  motherly  old  ewe,  were  nibbling  grafs: 
AU,  the  fair  property  of  our  great  King, 
Whofe  deaths  did  much  the  royal  bofom  wring : 
'Twas  faid  that  dogs  had  tickled  them  to  death ; 
Play*d  with  their  gende  throats,  and  ftopp'd  their  breath. 

Like  Homer's  heroes  on  th*  enfanguin'd  plain, 
Stalk'd  Mister  Robinson  *  around  the  flain ! 

And  never  was  more  frighten'd  in  his  life ! 
Sofliock'd  was  Mister  Robinson's  whole  face. 
Not  ftronger  horrors  could  have  taken  place. 

Had  Cerberus  devour'd  his  wife ! 

Widi 
•  The  Hind. 
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When  ftiddenly  the  news  was  brought. 

That  in  Fleet  Market  were  unwholefbme  fhccp. 
Which  made  the  Preacher  from  his  pulpit  leap. 

As  nimble  as  a  taylor,  or  as  thou^t* 

For  juftice  panting,  and  unaw'd  by  fears. 
This  King,  this  Emperor  of  Auftioneers 
Set  off — a  furious  face  indeed  he  put  on — 

Like  lightening  did  he  gallop  up  Cheapfide ! 

In  thunder  down  through  Ludgate  did  he  ride. 
To  catch  the  man  who  fold  this  dreadful  mutton* 

Now  to  Fleet  Market,  fiill  of  wrath,  he  came. 
And  with  the  fpirit  of  an  ancient  Roman, 
Exceeded,  1  believe^  by  no  man. 

The  Alderman,  fo  virtuous,  cry'd  out  '*  Shami  !■' 

"  D — mme,'*  to  Robinson  faid  Matter  Skinner, 
•^  Who  on  fuch  mutton.  Sir,  can  make  a  dinner  V* 

*'  Tou,  if  you  plcafe," 
Cry'd  Mr.  Robinson,  with  perfedt  eale. 

^'  Sir!"  quoth  the  red-hot  Alderman  again — 

•*  Tou,'*  quoth  the  Hind,  in  juft  the  fame  cool  ftrain. 

<*  Off, 
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^  Off,  Qff,'*  cry'd  Skinner,  with  your  carrion  heap; 
*«  Quick,  d — mmc,  take  away  your  nafty  (heep* 

«  Whilft  I  command,  not  e'en  the  Kino 
«  Shall  fuch  vile  ftuff  to  market  bring, 
^^  And  London  ftaUs  fuch  garbage  put  on  y 
^'  So  take  away  your  ftinking  mutton." 

**  Tpu,^\  rcply'd  Robinson,  ^you  cry  out  *  (hamc!* 
*^  Tbu  blaft  the  Iheep,  good  Mafter  Skinner,  pray  i 

•^  Tou  give  the  harmlefs  mutton  a  bad  name ! 
f^  Tou  impudently  order  it  away ! 

*'  Sweet  Matter  Alderman,  don't  nuke  this  iput: 
'*  Clap  on  your  fpefUcles  upon  your  fnout ; 
"  And  then  your  keen,  furveying  eyes  regale 

*'  With  thofe  lame  fine  large  letters  on  the  cart 
Which  brought  this  blafted  mutton  here  for  fale.** — 

Poor  Skinner  read,  and  read  it  with  a  JtarL 

Like  Hamlbt,  frighten'd  at  his  father's  ghoft. 
The  Alderman  flood  ftaring  like  a  poftj 
He  faw  G.  R.  infcrib'd,  in^handfome  letters. 
Which  proved  the  Iheep  belonged  unto  his  betters. 

The 
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The  Alderman  now  tum'd  to  deep  refleftion ; 
And  being  bleft  with  proper  recolledion, 
Exckim'd :  "  IVe  made  a  great  miftake — Oh !  fad— 
**  The  fhecp  are  really  not  fo  bad. 

•*  Dear  Mifter  Robinibn^  I  beg  your  pardoh; 
"  Your  Job-like  patience  I've  born  hard  on* 
•*  Whoever  fays  the  mutton  b  not  good, 
^'  Knows  nothing,  Mifter  Robinfon,  of  foods 

•*  I  verily  believe  I  could  turn  glutton, 

"  On  fuch  neat,  wholefome,  pretty-looking  niutU)n* 

**  Pray,  Mifter  Robinfon,  the  mutton  fell — 

«  I  hope.  Sir,  that  his  MMjefy  is  well." 

So  faying,  Mifter  Robinson  he  quitted. 
With  cherubimic  fmiles  and  placid  brows. 

For  fuch  embarrafling  occafions,  fitted — 
Adding  juft  five-and-twcnty  humble  bows» 

To  work  went  Robinson  to  fell  the  fliecp; 

But  people  would  not  buy,  except  dog  cheap. 

At  length  the  (heep  were  fold — ^without  the  fleece;* 

And  brought  King  George  juft  half-a-crown  a  piece. 

Now 
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Kow  for  Ac  other  faucy  fying  ftorjr, 
^Madcj  one  would  think,  to  tamiih  kingly  glory« 


THE   K««»  AND  PARSON   YOUNG. 

THE  K***  (God  blcfs  him)  met  old  Parson  Youno 
Walking  on  Windfor  Terrace  one  feir  morning: 

Delightful  was  the  day;  the  fcent  was  ftrong; 
A  heavenly  day  for  howling  and  for  horning ! 

For  tearing  farmers*  hedges  down — hallooings— 

Shouts,  curies,  oaths,  and  fuch-like  pious  doings. 

**  Young,"  cried  die  K***,  "  d'ye  hunt,  d'ye  hunt 

to-day  ? 
"  Yes,  yes — what,  what?  yes,  yes,  fine  day,  fine  day." 

Low  with  a  rev  Vent  bow  the  Prieft  reply'd, 
"  Great  King  !  I  really  have  no  horfe  to  ride; 
^  Nothing,  O  Monarch,  but  my  founder'd  marc, 
^  And  Jbe^  my  Liege,  as  blind  as  Ihe  can  flare." 


No 
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^  No  horfer*  rejoined  the  K***,  ^^nohorfc,  nohorfcP^ 

*^  Indeed,"  the  Parfon  added,  "  I  have  none: 
**  Nothing  but  poor  old  Dobbin — who  of  courfe 
"  Is  dangerous — being  blinder  than  a  ftone." 
**  Blind,   blind,  Young?   never  mind— you  muft, 

niuft  go, 
"  Muft  hunt,  muft  hunt.  Young — S tay  behind?— 
no,  no**' 

What  pity,  that  the  King,  in'his  difcourfe. 
Forgot  to  fay,  "  I'll  lend  ye.  Young,  ahorfcT* 

The  K***  to  Young  behaving  thus  folcind. 
Whatever  the  danger,  and  howe'er  inclin'd. 

At  home  with polUeJi  Young  could  not  ftay : 
So  up  his  Rev'rence  got  upon  the  mare, 
Refolv'd  the  chace  with  Majesty  to  fhare. 

Whatever  the  dangers  of  the  day. 

Rou2*d  was  the  deer !  the  King  and  Parson  Youmo, 
Castor  and  Pollux  like,  rode  fide  by  fide; 

When  lo,  a  ditch  was  to  be  fprung ! 

Over  leap'd  George  the  Third  with  kingly  pride; 

Over 
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Over  jump'd  Tinker,  Towzer,  Rockwoody  Towler ; 
Over  jump'd  Mendally  Brujhwoody  Jubal^  Jowler^ 
Trimbu/b  and  Ligbinkgj  Mufic^  Ranter ^  Wonder , 
And  fifty  others  with  their  mouths  of  thunder — 

Great  names !  whofe  pedigrees,  fo  fair, 
Widi  thofe  of  Hom£r's  heroes  might  compare. 

Thus  glorioufly  attended,  leap'd  the  King, 
By  all  thofe  hounds  attended  with  a  fpring ! 
Not  CiESAR's  felf  a  fiercer  look  put  on. 
When  with  his  hoft  he  pafs'd  the  Rubicon! 

But  wayward  Fate  the  Parfon's  palfrey  humbled. 

And  gave  the  mare  a  fudden  check : 
Unfortunately  poor  blind  Bobbin  ftumbled. 

And  broke  his  Reverence's  neck. 

The  Monarch,  gaping,  with  amaze  look'd  round 

Upon  his  dead  companion  on  the  ground : 

"  What,  what?"  he  cry'd,  "Young  dead  I  Young 

dead!  Young  dead! 
**  Humph !  take  him  up,  and  put  him  home  to  bed." 

Thus  having  finilh'd,  with  a  cheerful  face 
NiMROD  the  Second  join'd  the  jovial  chace. 
Vol.  II.  N  a  moral 
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A    MORAL    REFLECTION. 

Pools  would  have  ftopp'd  when  Parfon  Young  was 
kill'd, 

And  giv'n  up  ev'17  thought  of  hound  and  deer; 
And,  with  a  weakncfs,  call'd  Compaffion,  fill'd. 

Had  turn'd  Samaritan,  and  dropp'd  a  tear. 

But  better  far  the  Royal  Sportfman  knewj 
He  fmelt  the  confequence,  beyond  a  doubt : 

Full  well  he  guefs'd  he  fliould  not  have  a  view ; 
And  that  he  fhould  be  fliamefully  thrown  out. 

P'rhaps  from  the  royal  eye  a  tear  migbl  bop  ; 
Yet  Pages  fwear  they  never  faw  it  drop. 

But  Majefty  may  fay :  "  What,  what,  what's  death? 
**  Nought,  nought,  nought  but  a  little  lofs  of  breath.'* 

To  Parfon  Young  'twas  morCy  I'm  very  clear; 
He  loft  by  death  fome  hundred  pounds  a  year. 


A  GREAT  deal,  my  dear  Liege,  depends 

On  having  clever  bards  for  fricndi : 

What 
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iYhat  had  Achilles  been  without  his  Homer  ? 
\  taylor,  wooUcn-drapcr,  or  a  comber ! 
Fellows  that  have  been  dead  a  hundred  year. 
None,  but  the  Lord,  knows  how  or  where. 

In  Poetry's  rich  grafs  how  virtues  thrive ! 
Some,  when  put  in,  fo  lean,  fcarce  iecm  alive  ^ 
And  yet,  fo  fpeedily  a  bulk  obtain. 
That  ev'n  their  owners  know  them  not  again. 

Could  you,  indeed,  have  gain'd  my  Mufe  of  fire. 
Great  would  your  luck  have  been,  indeed,  great  Sire  1 

Then  had  I  prais'd  your  noblenefs  of  fpirit ! 
Then  had  I  boafted  that  tny/elf, 
^gbt  Peter,  was  the  firft  bleft,  tuneful  elf,  , 

You  ever  gave  a  farthing  to  for  merit. 

Though  money  be  a  pretty  handy  tool  j 
Of  Mammon,  lo !  I  fcorn  to  be  the  fool  \ 
If  Fortune  calls,  Ihe's  welcome  to  my  cot, 
Whether  Ihc  leaves  a  guinea  or  a  groat  j 

Whedier  (he  brings  me  from  the  butcher's  Ihop 

The  whole  fheep,  or  a  fimple  chop. 

N  2  For 
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For  lo !  like  Andrew  Marvel  I  can  dine. 
And  deem  a  mutton-bone  extremely  fine: 
Then,  Sir,  how  difficult  the  tafk,  you  fee. 
To  bribe  a  moderate  gentleman  like  me.  - 

I  will  not  fwear,  point  blanks  I  (hall  not  alter— 
A  *  Saint i  my  namefake,  once  was  known  to  faultcr 

Nay  more — fome  clever  men  in  Oppofition, 
Whofc  fouls  did  really  feem  in  good  condition; 

Who  made  of  Pitt  fuch  horrible  complaint. 
And  damn'd  him  for  the  worft  of  knaves  j 
Alter'd  their  minds — became  Pitt's  abjeft  flavcs. 

And  publilh'd  their  new  Patron  for  a  Saint* 

And  who  is  there  that  may  not  change  his  mind  ? 

Where  can  you  folks  of  that  defcription  find 

Who  will  not  fell  their  fouls  for  cafh. 

That  moft  angeKc,  diaboKc  trafti ! 

E'en  grave  Divines  fubmit  to  glitt'ring  gold ! 

The  befl  of  cohfciences  are  bought  and  fold : 

As  in  a  tale  I'll  (how,  moft  edifying. 

And  prove  to  all  the  world,  that  Pm  not  lying, 

TI 
^  The  ftory  of  Saint  Peter  and  the  Cock  is  univerfally  known 
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THE   PARSON,   THE    'SQUIRE,   AND 
THE    SPANIEL. 

A   TALE. 

A  GENTLEMAN  poflefs'd  a  favVite  fpanicl. 
So  good,  he  npver  treated  maid  nor  man  ill : 
This  dog»  of  whom  we  cannot  too  much  fayi 
Got  from  his  godfather  the  name  of  ^ray^ 

After  ten  years  of  fervice  juft. 

Tray,  like  the  race  of  mortals,  fought  the  dull  j 

That  is  to  fay,  the  fpaniel  dy'd : 

A  coffin  then  was  order'd  to  be  made. 

The  dog  was  in  the  churchyard  laid. 
And  o*er  his  pale  renuins  the  mafter  cry'd. 

Lamenting  much  his  trufty  fur- clad  friend. 
And  willing  to  commemorate  his  end. 
He  raised  a  fmall  blue  ftone,  juft  after  burial. 
And  weeping,  wrote  on  it  this  fweet  memorial : 


N  3  tray's 
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TRAY'S    EPITAPH, 

HERE  reft  the  relics  of  a  friend  below, 

Bleft  with  more  fenfe  that  half  the  folks  I  know ; 

Fond  of  his  eafe,  and  to  no  parties  prone. 

He  damn*d  no  feft,  but  calmly  gnaw'd  his  bone; 

Perform*d  his  flinftions  well  in  ev'ry  way. — 

Bluflij  Christians,  if  you  can,  and  copy  Tray, 


THE  Curate  of  the  Huntingtontan  Band, 
Rare  breed  of  gofpel  hawks  that  fcour  the  land^ 
And  fierce  on  fins  their  quarry  fall — 
Thofe  locufts,  that  would  eat  us  all ; 

Men  who,  with  new-invented  patent  eyes. 
See  Heay*n  and  all  the  angels  in  the  fkies. 
As  plain  as,  in  the  box  of  Showman  Swis^ 
For  little  Mailer  made,  and  curious  Mifs, 
We  fee  with  huge  ddight  the  King  of  France 
"V\"ith  all  his  Lords  and  Ladies  dance— 


Tl 
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This  Curate  heard  th'  affair  with  deep  emotion. 
And  thus  exclaim'd,  with  infinite  devotion : 
«  OLord!  O  Lord!  O  Lord!  O  Lord! 
"  Fine  doings  thefe,  upon  my  word ! 

**  This,  truly,  is  a  very  pretty  thing ! 

"  What  will  become  of  this  moft  (hocking  world  ? 
**  How  richly  fuch  a  rogue  deferves  to  fwing, 

"  And  then  to  Satan's  hotteft  flames  be  hurl'd ! 

# 
"  Oh !  by  this  damned  deed  how  I  am  hurried ! 

*'  A  dog  in  chriftian  ground  be  buried ! 

^'  And  have  an  epitaph,  forfooth,  fo  civil ! 
"  Egad !  old  maids  will  prefendy  be  found 
"  Clapping  their  dead  ram-cats  in  holy  ground, 

"  And  writing  verfes  on  each  moufing  devil." 

Againft  fuch  future  cafualty  providing. 

The  Prieft  fat  ofl^,  like  Homer's  Neptune,  ftriding, 

Vowing  to  put  the  culprit  in  the  Court : 
He  found  him  at  the  fpaniel's  humble  grave ; 
Not  praying,  neither  finging  of  a  ftave ; 

And  thus  began  t'  abufe  him — ^not  exhort : 

N  4  "  Son 
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"  Son  of  the  Dcv'l,  what  haft  thou  done  ? 
*f  Nought  for  the  aftion  can  atone* 

**  I  Ihould  not  wonder  if  the  great  All-wife 
"  Quick  darted  down  his  lightning  all  fa  red, 
'^  And  dafli'd  to  earth  that  wretched  head, 

"  Which  dar'd  fo  foul,  fo  bafe  an  aft  dcvifc* 

"  Bury  a  dog  like  Cbriftian  folk  I 

"  None  but  the  fiend  of  darknefs  could  provoke 

'^  A  man  to  perpetrate  a  deed  fo  odd : 

"  Our  Inquifirion  foon  the  tale  (hall  hear, 

"  And  quickly  your  fine  fleece  ihall  ftieer— 

"  Why,  fuch  a  villain  can't  believe  in  GodT* 

"  Softly!  my  rev'rcnd  Sir,"  the  *Squirc  reply'dj 
"  Tray  was  as  good  a  dog  as  ever  dy'd  j 
*'  No  education  could  his  morals  mend : 

"  And  what,  perhaps.  Sir,  you  may  doubt, 

"  Before  his  lamp  of  life  went  out, 
'*  He  ordered  you  a  legacy,  my  friend.'* 

'^  Did  he?  poor  dog  I"  the  foftcn'd  Prieft  rejoinMj 
In  accents  pitiful  and  kind; 

4  ''  Wfc 
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"  What !  was  it  Triy^  /I'm  fony  for  poor  Tray : 
"  Why  truly,  dogi  of  fuch  rare  merit, 
^^  Such  real  noblencfs  of  Ipirit, 

"  Should  not  like  commm  dogs  be  put  away* 

«  Well !  pray  what  was  it  that  he  gave, 
"  Poor  fellow !  ere  he  fought  the  grave  ? 

"  I  guefs  I  may  put  confidence.  Sir,  in  ye/' 
"  A  piece  of  gold,'*  the  gentleman  reply'd. 
"  I'm  much  oblig'd  to  Tray,"  the  Parfon  cry'd; 

So  left  God*s  caufcy  and  pocketed  the  guinea. 


YET,  (hould  I  imitate  the  fickle  wind. 

Or  Mifter  patriot  Eden — change  my  mind-. 

And  for  the  Bard  your  Majefty  Ihould  fend. 

And  lay,  "  Well  well,  well  well,  my  tuneful  friend, 

"  I  long,  I  long,  to  give  you  fomething,  Peter  ; 

"  You  make  fine  verfes — nothing  can  be  fwecter : 

*'  What  will  you  have  ?   what,  what  ?  fpeak  out — 

Ipeak  out — 
*'  Yes,  yes,  you  fomething  want,  no  doubt,  no  doubt." 

Or 
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Or  Ihould  you  like  fome  men  who  gravely  preach, 

Forfake  your  ufual  fhort-hand  mode  of  fpeech. 

And  thus  b^gin,  in  bible-phrafe  fublime : 

"  What  (hall  be  done  fpr  our  rare  Son  of  Rbitne, 

"  The  Bard  who  full  of  wifdom  writeth, 

"  The  man  in  whom  the  King  axligbutb?** 

Then  would  the  Poet  thankfully  reply. 

With  fault'ring  voice,  low  bow,  and  marveling  eyc> 

Allmeeknefsl  fuch  a  fimple,  dove-like  thing! 
**  Bleft  be  the  Bard  who  verfes  can  endite, 
*'  To  yield  a  fecond  Solomon  delight ! 

<*  Thrice  bleft,  who  findeth  favour  with  the  King 

*'  Since  'tis  the  Royal  Will  to  give  the  Bard 

^  In  whom  the  King  delighteth,  fome  reward, 

•*  Some  mark  of  Royal  Bounty  to  requite  him  j 

*^  O  King !  do  any  thing  but  knight  him** 


SIR     JOSEPH    BANKS 

AND  THS 

EMPEROR    OF    MOROCCO. 
A      TALE. 


Non  omnia  poffumus  omius* 

Qnt  intelled  not  all  things  comprehends  t 

The  genius  foroiM  for  weeds^  and  grubi,  and  fliff« 
Qxti*t  have  for  ever  at  his  finger  ends 

Wbat*fl  doing  ev*ry  moment  in  the  fkiot. 


THE     ARGUMENT. 

ETER  the  Great  fighteth  6te  Frefidenrs  battle — ^proclaimeth 
fomc  of  the  Prcfidcnt's  powers—viz.  his  pcrfcvcring  tooth- 
a&d-iuiil  powers— his  ftomach  powers— his  face  powers- iiis 
humner  powers,  triamphing  over  the  powers  of  Morphbvs^ 
and  ekt  his  courageous  powers. 

TER  beginneth  the  tale — Sir  Joseph  proceedeth  to  hunt- 
but  firft  ejacttlateth— The  Virtuofo's  prayer— Sir  Joseph's 
infed  enthufiafm  induceth  him,  contrary  to  his  general  piety, 
to  pray  wickedly,  by  felfi(hly  wi(hing  to  gratify  his  own 
defires  at  the  cxpence  of  the  farmers — Sir  Joseph  prayeth 
for  Pharaoh's  flies — condemneth  Pharaoh's  tafle— -maketh 
intereft  for  fhowers  of  flies,  inflead  of  quails — prayeth  for 
monflers,  and  promifeth  them  the  honbur  of  his  name. 

Joseph,  in  a  pointer- like  manner,  ambulateth — he  efpieth 

the  Emperor  of  Morocco — Peter  conjefturcth  as  to  Sir 

[oseph's  joy  on  the  occaflon — compareth  Sir  Joseph's  joy 

Krith  that  experienced  by  Archimides,  hare-hunters,  out- 

•ageoufly-virtuous  old  maids,  the  little  Duke  of  Piccadilly^ 

I  pimp.  Mother  Windsor's  'virgins,  and  Mother  Windsor 

*er/elf — Sir  Joseph's   purfuit — The  Prefident  tumbleth,    in 

mitation  of  Mr.   Eden — A  beautiful  comparifon  between 

>ir  Joseph  and  Tamerlane,  a  butterfly  and  Bajazbt— 

lir  Joseph  again  tumbleth*— Sir  Joseph's  hat  tumbleth  with 

lim — Sir  Joseph  rifeth  and  bloweth— he  is  gazed  at  by  a 

onntryman — he  darteth  through  a  hedge  in  purfuit  of  the 

Emperor,  and  tumbleth  into  a  lane — he  getteth  up  fpeedily, 

md  putteth  a  queftion   to  Hob — Hob  anfwereth  not,    but 

)itieth  him — Sir  Joseph   obtaineth  a  fecond   view  of  the 

Emperor — purfueth  his  Majeily  intflU  a  garden — overictteth 

he  gardener — irampleth  on  rare  flowers — breaketh  many 

bell- 
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bcll-glaflcs— overturneth  the  fcarccrow — Piter  praifcth  th 
fcarccrow — Sir  Joseph  overfcttcth  a  hive  of  bees — The  be« 
furprifed — they  attempt  a  revenge,  but  fucceed  not,  on  accoun 
«r  the  hard  and  tof^  materials  of  Sir  Joseph's  headpiece- 
The  gardener,  qnitfing  his  horizontal  poiition,  purfuet! 
Sir  Joseph — Sir  Joseph  parfueth  the  Emperor,  and  thi 
Emperor  flieth  away — ^The  gardener  collareth  Sir  Joseph 
and  cxpoftulateth — Sir  Joseph  heedeth  not  the  gardener' 
complaint,  being  in  deep  forrow  for  the  lofs  of  the  Emperor— 
The  gardener  quitteth  his  gripe  in  Sir  Joseph,  and  putteth  hin 
down  for  a  lunatic — the  gardener  cxecrateth  Sir  Joseph'; 
Keeper,  and  flieth  into  a  panic — flieth  off  unceremonioufly 
and  leaveth  the  Frefident  in  the  fitoation  of  a  celebrated 
^phet. 


PltO- 
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PETRUS    LOQUITUR. 

uINCE  Members,  loft  to  manners,  growl; 
Call  poor  dir  Josbph  afs,  and  owl; 

Nay,  oft  with  coarfcr  epithets  revile ; 
Though  pitying  much  his  pigmy  merit. 

Let  me  difplay  a  Chriftian  fpirit. 
And  try  to  lift  a  lame  dog  o'er  a  ftylc. 

Though  not,  like  Erskine,  in  the  law  a  giant, 
I  muft  take  up  the  cudgels  for  my  client. 

^now  hy  thefe  frcfentSy  then,  ye  noify  crew. 
Who  at  his  blufhing  honours  *  look  ^o  blue. 

That 


^^Blufiing  i&c»wrr/.— The  author  undoubtedly  means  the  epithet 


I  ^fi>ing  to  be  underflood  as  fynonymous  with  bloaming,  and  not 
^^  a  iiiyrical  fenfc.  God  forbid  that  the  friend  of  $ir  Jofcph 
^Oftld  mean  otber-wjfi  / 
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That  though  Sir  Joseph  is  not  dcep-difceming; 
And  though,  as  all  the  world  well  knows, 
A  nutfhell  migluAmth  perfeft  eafc  enclofe 

Three  quarters  of  his  fenle,  and  all  his  learning ; 
Whofe  modeft  wifdom,  therefore,  never  aims 
To  find  the  longitude,  or  burn  the  Thames; 

Yet,  as  to  things  he  fets  himfelf  about. 
With  tooth  and  nail,  like  Hercules,  fo  flout. 

He  labours  for  his  wifh,  no  nutter  what,— 
I  can't  fay  that  Sir  Joseph  lions  kills; 
Hugs  giantsj  or  the  blood  of  hydras  fpills; 

But  then  moft  manfully  he  eats  a  bat, 
^ats  toads,  or  tough,  or  tender,  old,  or  young;^ 
As  in  the  fweetefl  flrains  the  Mufe  hath  fung :  ♦ 
Fit  with  the  hugefl  Hottentot  to  cope. 
Who  dines  on  raw  flcfh  at  the  Cape  of  Hope. 

Blefl  in  a  phiz,  he  bids  the  Members  tremble ! 

To  deathlike  fdence  turns  the  dircfl  din; 
And  where  fo  many  favages  afTemble, 

Like  hounds  they  want  a  proper  Whipper-in. 

Dare 

•  Sec  Peter's  Prophecy. 
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Dare  Members  (Icep,*  a  fet  of  fiioring  Goths, 
WhDft  Blagdcn  reads  a  chapter  upon  moths  ? 

Down  goes  the  hammer,  cloth'd  with  Jove's  own 
thunder ! 
Up  fpring  the  fhorers,  half  without  their  wigs ; 
Old  greybeards  grave,  and  pretty  fmock-fac'd  prigs. 

With  cU-wide  jaws  dilplaying  figns  of  wonder, 

Lo !  pcffevcrance  is  the  foul  of  adHon  I 

And  courage,  proper  to  oppofe  a  fadlion ; 

Therefore  he  fits  with  wonderful  propriety. 

The  Monro  of  a  mad  Society : 

And  that  he  is  both  brave  and  perfevering, 

Wimcls  the  following  ftory,  well  worth  hearing. 

*  Frequeotlyj  indeed,  are  the  Members  fent  to  the  Und  of 
fliadows  by  the  Society's  fomniferous  papers  ;  aSfted  in  a  great 
aeaTore  in  their  voyage  by  the  Doctor's  drowfy  manner  of  com* 
mimicating  the  comtenta. 


Vol.  If.  O  $IR 
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EMPEROR   OF   MOROCCO- 


A  PRESIDENT,  in  bvttcrHics  profound, 
Of  whom  all  Infefbnongers  (ing  the  pmCcs, 

Went  on  a  day  to  hunt  this  game  renown'd, 
On  vi'lets,  dunghills,  nettletops,  and  d^ies  { 

But  firft  (fo  pious  is  Sir  Jofeph's  nature  !) 

He  thus  addrcfs'd  the  butterfly's  Creator* 

The   VIRTUOSO'S    PRAYER* 

O  THOU  whofe  wifdom  plann'd  the  Ikies, 
And  form'd  the  wings  of  butterflies, 

Attend  my  humble  pray V 1 
Like  Egypt,  as  in  days  of  yore. 
Let  earth  with  flies  be  covered  o'er. 

And  darkened  all  the  air. 

This,  Lord,  would  be  the  beft  of  news ; 
Then  might  thy  fervant  pick  and  choofc 

5  From 
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From  fuch  a  glorious  heap : 
Forth  to  the  world  I'd  boldly  rufli. 
Put  all  Mufasums  to  the  blufli. 

And  hold  them  all  dog  cheap. 

Pharaoh  had  not  one  grain  of  tafte; 
The  flies  on  bim  were  thrown  to  waftc. 

Nay,  met  with  ftrong  objcftion : 
But  had  thy  fcrvant,  Lord,  been  there, 
I  fliould  have  made,  or  miich  I  err, 

A  wonderful  colleftion ! 

0  Lord !  if  not  my  mcm'ry  fails, 
t'hou  once  didft  rain  on  people  quails : 

Again  the  world  furprifes 
/Ind  'ftead  of  fuch  a  trifling  bird, 
tlain  on  thy  fervant  Joseph,  Lord, 

Show'rs  of  rare  butterflies ! 

Since  monfters  are  my  grc^t  delight, 
V^ith  monfters  charm  thy  fervant's  fight, 

Turn  feathers  into  hsur : 
Kf ake  fcgs  where  legs  were  never  fcen. 
And  eyes,  no  bigger  than  a  pin. 

As  broad  as  faucers  iburc. 

O  4  The 
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The  reptiles  that  arc  born  with  claws. 
Oh !  let  thy  pow'r  fupply  with  paws, 

Adorn'd  with  human  nails  j 
In  value  more  to  make  them  rife, 
Tranfplant  from  all  their  heads,  their  eyes. 

And  place  them  in  their  tails. 

And  if  thou  wifely  wouldft  contrive 
To  make  me  butterflies  alive. 

To  fly  without  a  head  j 
To  flcim  the  hedges  and  the  fields. 
Nay,  eat  the  meat  thy  bounty  yields ; 

Such  wonders  were  indeed ! 

Blagden  fliould  puflF  them  at  our  Meeting  j 
Members  would  prefs  around  me,  greeting  j 

The  Journals  fwell  with  thanks  j 
And  more  to  magnify  their  fame, 
Thofe  headiefs  flies  fliould  have  a  name — 

My  name — Sir  Joseph  Banks  !" 


THl 
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THUS  haying  finifli'd,  forth  Sir  Joseph  hies, 
Hope  in  his  heart,  and  eagles  in  his  eyes ! 
Juft  like  a  pointer,  quartering  well  his  ground. 
He  nimbly  trots  the  field  around  I 
At  length,  to  bleis  his  hunting  ambulation. 
Up  rofe  a  native  of  the  fluttering  nation. 
Broad  ftar'd  Sir  Joseph,  as  if  ftruck  by  .thunder, 
(For  much,  indeed,  are  eyes  enlarged  by  wonder) 
When  from  a  dab  of  dung,  or  Jomc  /ucb  tbing^ 
An  Emp'ror  of  Morocqo  rear'd  his  wing ! 

Not  Archimedes,  'tis  my  firm  belief, 
More  bleft,  cry'd  "  Eureka,  I've  nabb'd  the  diief  i" 
Nor  hunters,  when  a  hare,  to  fhun  foul  play. 
Steals  from  his  feat  fo  fly,  cry  **  Stole  away;" 
Nor  ftale  old  nymphs,  by  raging  virtue  fway'd. 
Roar  on  a  fi-ail-one,  "  Kill  the  wicked  jade  !** 
Than  roar'd  Sir  Joseph  on  the  verdant  fod, 
*''  Morocco's  Emp'ror,  by  the  living  God!" 

Not  with  more  joy,  nor  rapture-fpcaking  look, 
The  little  gamcfome  Piccadilly  Duke 

O  3  Eyes 


I^S  Sm   JOSEPH    BAKKS    AND   THE 

Eyes  a  nice  Tit,  frcfh  launched  upon  the  town; 
Nor  with  more  pleafurc  Cupid's  trufly  crimp. 
By  mouths  of  vulgar  people  chriften'd  pimp. 

Stares  On  his  htinourable  fefc,  a  crowns 

Nor  King's-placc  nymphs,  on  greenhorns  in  their pow'r; 

Who  (fhamelefs  rlfcals,  wanting  not  a  wife) 
Hire  love,  like  hackney-coaches,  by  Ac  hour. 

Damning  the  love  fo  true  that  lafk  for  lifci 
Nor  wiUier'd  Windsor  on  the  lirnple  maid. 
From  fcenes  of  rural  innocence  bctray'd  j 

Forc'd  to  difpofe  of  Nature's  fwccteft  charms; 
Doom'd  for  a  meal  to  fink  a  beauteous  wreck; 
To  lend  to  man  flie  loathes,  her  lip,  her  neck,. 

And,  weeping,  aft  the  wanton  in  his  arms; 
Than  did  the  doughty  Hero  of  my  fong, 
Survey  die  Emp'ror  as  he  mov'd  along. 

Not  with  more  glee  a  hen-pcck'd  bufband  Ipics 
Death  (hutting  up  his  wife's  two  cat-like  eyes, 

Accuftom'd  on  him  oft  and  fierce  to  roll ; 
Juft  like  a  galley  flave,  poor  fellow,  treated. 
Or  thofe  poor  Britons  at  Calcutta  fweated, 

StufTd  in  the  old  Black  Hole: 

And 
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And  yet>  a  neater  fimile  to  uk. 

Not  with  motiB  true  delight  a  lover  views 

The  blufhing  orient  leading  on  the  day 
That  gives  a  blooming  partner  to  his  arms. 
In  virtues  rich,  and  rich  in  youthful  charms. 

To  bid  the  hours  with  rapture  glide  away  t 

Sad  anxiow  fwain,  who  now  in  bed^  now  out. 
Toft  like  the  fea^  with  thundering  thoughts,  about; 

Curling  with  hearty  prayers  the  lingering  ni^t  i 
Now  trying  hard  to  flcep  away  the  time; 
Now  ftaring  op  the  dark,  like  bards  for  rhyme. 

To  catch  the  fmalleft  happy  glimpfe  of  light; 
Afraid  that  frolic  Phoebus  means  foul  play. 
And,  bent  to  fpite  him,  lie  a-bed  all  day : 

And,  iond  fide^  not  of  rapture  fuller, 

Thurlow,  the  Seal  and  Royal  Confcience  keeper. 
Sees  his  prime  favorite,  Miftcr  Juftice  Buller, 

Hig^   thron*d  in  Chancery,  grieve  the  poor  Sir 
Than  did  the  Prefidcnt  fo  keen  cfpy  [Pepper, 

The  butterfly ! 

Lighdy  with  winnowing  wing,  amid  the  land. 

His  Moorish  Majesty  in  circles  flew ! 

With  fturdy  ftriding  legs,  and  outftretch'd  hand. 

The  Virtuofo  did  his  prey  purfue, 

O  4  He, 
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He  ftrikes — he  mifles — ^ftrikes  again — ^he  grins. 
And  fees  in  thought  the  monarch  fix'd  with  pins; 
Sees  him  on  paper  giving  up  the  ghoft, 
Nail'd  like  a  hawk  or  martyr  to  a  poll. 

Oft  fell  Sir  Joseph  on  the  flipp'ry  plain^ 
Like  patriot  Eden — fell  to  rife  again ; 
The  Emp'ror,  fmiling,  fported  on  before/ 

Like  Phcebus  courfing  Daphne  was  the  chace ; 

But  not  (b  was  the  meaning  of  the  race ; 
Sir  Joseph  ran  to  kill,  not  kifs  the  Moor  ; 

To  hold  him  prisoner  in  a  glafs  for  (how. 
Like  Tamerlane,  (redoubtable  his  rage) 

Who  kept  poor  Bajazet,  his  vanquifh'd  foo> 
Juft  like  an  owl  or  magpye  in  a  cage. 

Again  to  earth  Sir  Joseph  fell  fo  flat. 
Flat  as  the  flatteft  of  the  flounder  race ! 

Down  with  Sir  Joseph  dropp'd  his  three-cock*d  hat, 
Mofl  nobly  (haring  in  his  friend's  difgracc. 

Again  he  fprings,  with  hope  and  ardour  pale. 

And  blowing  like  the  fifh  baptiz'd  a  whale  j 

Darting  his  arms  now  here,  now  there,  fo  wild. 
With  all  the  eager  raptures  of  a  child, 

Wlu 
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Who  with  broad  anxious  eye  a  bauble  views. 
And,  capering  legs  and  hands,  the  toy  purfues. 

A  Countryman,  who,  from  a  lane. 

Had  mark'd  Sir  Joseph,  running,  tumbling,  fweat- 
Stretching  his  hands  and  arms,  like  one  infane,     [ing, 

And  with  thofc  anus  the  air  around  him  beating. 
To  no  particular  opinion  leaning, 
Of  fuch  nunoeuvre  could  not  gucfs  the  meaning. 

At  length  the  Prefident,  all  foam  and  muck. 
Quite  out  of  breath,  and  out  of  luck, 
Purfu'd  the  flying  Monarch  to  the  place 
Where  flood  this  Countryman,  with  marv'ling  &ce. 

Now  through  the  hedge,  exaftly  like  a  horfe. 
Wild  plung'd  the  Prefident  with  all  his  force. 

His  brow  in  f>¥eat,  his  foul  in  perturbation; 
Mindlefs  of  trees,  and  bufhes,  and  the  brambles. 
Head  over  heels,  into  the  lane  he  fcrambles. 

Where  Hob  ftood  loft  in  wide-mouth*d  Ipdculation  1 

*^  Speak,"  roar'd  the  Prefident,  '^  this  inftant — fay, 
"  Haft  feen,  haft  fcen,  my  lad,  this  way, 

''  The 
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*'  The  EmI^^ror  of  Morocc6  pafs?''— 
Ho3  to  the  infedk-hunter  nought  rq)ly'd, 
But  fhook  his  head,  and  fympathizing  figh*d^ 

«  Alas! 
*'  Poor  gentleman,  I'm  foriy  for  ye; 
**  And  pity  much  your  upper  ft^  /** 

Lo !  down  the  lane  alert  the  Emp'ror  flew,* 
And  ftruck  once  more  Sir  Joseph's  hawk*Uke  vicWj 

And  now  he  mounted  o'er  a  garden  wall ! 
In  rufh'd  Sir  Joseph  at  the  garden  door, 
Knock'd  down, the  Gard'ner— what  coukl  man  do 
more  ?*^ 

And  left  him^  as  he  chofe,  to  rife  or  fprawL 

O'er  peerkfs  hyacinths  our  hero  n|(h*d| 
Through  tulips  and  anemonies  he  pulh'd,  . 

Breaking  a  hundred  necks  at  ev*ry  fprbg: 
On  bright  carnations,  blufhing  on  their  banks. 
With  defp'rate  hoof  he  trod,  ii^  mow'd  down  ranks^- 

Such  vail  ambition  urg'd  to  feize  the  King ! 

Bell  glaflcs,  all  fo  thick,  were  tumKcd  o'er; 
And  lo !  the  cries,  fo  fhrill,  of  many  a  fcore, 

Afad 
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A  fad  and  fatal  ftrokc  proclaimed  5 
The  fcarecrow,  all  fo  red,  was  overturned; 
His  vanifh'd  hat,  and  wig,  and  head,  he  mourn*d. 

And  much,  indeed,  the  man  of  draw  was  maim'd! 

Juft  guardian  of  the  facred  (pot, 

With  face  fo  fierce,  and  pointed  gun. 
Who  threatened  all  the  birds  with  (hot; 

To  kill  of  fparrows  ev'rjr  mother's  fon : 
Fierce  as  thofe  Icarlet  minifters  of  fate. 
The  warlike  guardians  of  St.  James's  Gate ! 

Yet,  not  content  with  feats  like  thefe. 

He  tumbled  o*er  a  hive  of  bees ; 

Out  rufh'd  the  hoft,  and  wonder'd  from  their  fouls. 

What  dcvl  dar'd  dafti  their  houfe  about  their  polls. 

Like  the  grand  Louis,*  whofe  fierce  heart  was  fuch. 
As  made  him  like  a  football  kick  the  Dutch ! 

But  foon  the  fmall,  heroic,  injurM  nation 
Defcry'd  the  authpr  of  their  obligation ; 

And,  to  repay  it,  round  him  rufh'd  the  fwarm: 
Prodigious  was  the  buz  about  his  ears ! 
With  all  their  venom  did  they  pufti  their  fpears  j 

But  lo !  they  worked  him  not  one  grain  of  harm ! 

Tet 

•  Louis  XIV. 
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Yet  did  no  god  nor  godling  intervene. 
By  way  of  fcreen ! 

The  happy  head  their  pointed  fpears  defy'd. 
Strong,  like  old  Homer's  fhields,  in  tough  bull  hide, 

And  brafs  well  temper'd,  to  fupport  the  fhock ! 
The  bees  their  difappointed  vengeance  mourn'd. 
And  from  their  fierce  attack,  fatigu'd,  returned. 

Believing  they  had  florm'd  a  barber's  block. 

What  was  thouglit  death  and  tortures  by  the  clan. 

Was  only  tickling  the  great  man ! 
Thus  round  big  Ajax  rag'd  the  Trojan  hoft. 
Who  might  as  well,  indeed,  have  drubb'd  a  poft. 

The  Gard'ner  now  for  juft  revenge  up  fprung. 


o» 


O'erwhelm'd  with  wonderment  arid  dung, 

And  fiercely  in  his  turn  purfu'd  the  Knight ! 
From  bed  to  bed,  full  tilt  the  champions  rac*d. 
This  chas'd  the  Knight,  the  Knight  the  Emp'ror 
chas'd. 
Who  fcal'd  the  walls,  alas !  and  vanifti'd  out  of  fight  i 
To  find  the  Emprefs,  p'rhaps,  and  tell  her  Grace 
The  merry  hift'ry  of  the  chafe. 

At  length  the  Gard'ner,  fwell'd  with  rage  and  dojqur, 
Overtaking,  grafps  Sir  Joseph  by  the  collar. 

And 
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And  bleft  with  fev'rite  oaths^  abundance  (how'rs : 
"  Villain,"  he  cry'd,  ^'  beyond  example ! 
"  Juft  like  a  cart-horfe  on  my  beds  to  trample ! 

"  More  than  your  foul  is  worth,  to  kill  my  flowers ! 
"  See  how  your  two  vile  hoofs  have  made  a  wreck— 
*'  Look,  rafcal,  at  each  beauty's  broken  neck  I" 

Mindlefs  of  humbled  flow'rs,  fo  freely  kill'd,  . 

Although  luperior  to  his  foul  declar'd, 
•  And  vegetable  blood  profufely  fpill'd, 

Superior,  too,  to  all  reward; 
Mindlefs  of  all  the  Gard'ner's  plaintive  drains. 
The  Emp'hor's  form  monopoliz'd  his  brains. 

At  length  he  fpoke,  in  fad  defppiring  tones, 

''  Gone !   by  the  God  that  made  me ! — D-mn  his 

bones ! 
"  O  Lord !  no  difappointment  mine  furpafles ! 
**  Poh !  what  are  paltry  flowers  and  broken  glaflfes, 
*'  A  tumbled  fcarecrow,  bees,  the  idle  whim  ? — 
"  Zounds !  what  a  fct  of  mifcreants  to  him ! 

**  Gone  is  my  foul's  dcfire,  for  ever  gone  1" 
"  Who's  gone  ?"  the  Gard'ner  ftrait  reply'd  : 
"  The  Emp'ror,  Sir,*'  with  tears.  Sir  Josbph  cry'd; 

•*  The  Emp'ror  of  Morocco — thought  my  own  1 

cc  To 
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**  To  unknown  fields  behold  the  Monarch  fly ! 
*^  Zounds !  not  to  catch  him,  what  an  afs  was  I  !*' 

His  eyes  the  Gard'ner,  full  of  horror,  flrctch'd. 
And  then  a  groan,  a  monftrous  groan  he  fetch*d> 

Contennplating  around  his  rum'd  wares  i 
And  now  he  let  Sir  Joseph*s  collar  go; 
And  now  he  bray'd  aloud  with  bittereft  woe, 

*^  Madj  niadder  than  the  maddeft  of  Mairch  hares ! 

*^  A  p-x  confound  the  fellow's  Bedlani  rigs ! 
"  Oh !  he  hath  done  the  work  of  fifty  pigs ! 
"  The  devil  take  his  keeper,  a  damn'd  goofe, 
^*  For  letting  his  wild  beaft  get  loofe !'' 
But  now  the  Gardiner,  terrified,  began 
To  think  himfelf  too  near  a  man 

In  fo  Peg-Nicholson  a  fituation; 
And,  happy  from  a  madman  to  efcape. 
He  left  him  without  bow,  or  nod,  or  fcrape, 

like  Jeremiah  'midft  his  Lamentation* 

Such  is  the  ule — if  readers  figh  for  more. 
Sir  Joseph's  wallet  holdeth  many  a  fcore. 
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OLiNb  fo  2U1  artful  Boy's  infidious  wiles, 
Vflxy  rdb  the  Genius  of  the  Qjbem  of  I^es  ? 
Whilft  Liberty  in  irons  ibunds  th'  alarm,' 
(Vhy  hangs  fufpcnce  on  Virtue's  coward  arm  ? 
IVhilft  TyAANKY  prepares  her  jails  and  thongSj 
Vhy  fleCps  thfe  SWdM  of  Justice  o'er  our  wiroiigs  ? 
>h!  meaiily  founding  bit  a  Fadi^^s  fame» 
To  Britain^s  higheft  feat  a  daring  claim; 
)h !  if  thy  race  one  blufh  could  ever  boafti 
Ind  that  lorn  Iign  of  Virtue  be  hot  loft; 
^ow  on  thy  vifag^  let  the  llraAger  burn, 
\nd  glow  for  deeds  that  bid  an  empire  moyrn. 

Drawn  from  a  garret  by  the  Royal  Sire, 
Warm'd  like  the  viper  by  his  firien<fly  fire, 
VoL.IL  '    P  Wba; 
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What  hath  thy  gratitude  fublimely  done  ? 
Fix'd,  like  the  fnake,  thy  fang  upon  the  Sen  ! 

Tes— thou  moft  grateful  youth,  thy  hoftile  art 
Hath  lodg'd  a  poisonous  fhaft  in  Britain's  heart! 
Thy  arm  hath  dragged  the  column  to  ^e  ground. 
The  facred  wonder  of  the  realms  around ! 
To  make  fnug,  comfortable  habitations 
For  dice  and  aU  thy  pitiful  relations. 
Barbarian-like — how  like  thofe  fons  of  fpoil, 
Whofe  impious  hands  on  hallowed  ftru6hires  toU — 
Bafe  throng,  that  through  Palmyra^s  Temple  digs^ 
To  fomi  a  lodgmg  for  themfelves  and  pigs !    .     . 

Oh !  if  Ambition  prompts  thy  foaring  foul 
To  live  the  theme  of  future  times  with  Rolle> 
Thrice  happy  Youth,  like  bis  fhall  fbine.thy  name^ 
Who  gave  th'  Ephefian  wonder  to  the  flame ! 

Sick  at  die  name  of  R ^  (to  thee  though  dear) 

The  name  abhorr'd  by  Honour's  (hrinking  car, 

I  draw  reluftant  from  thy  venal  throng. 

And  give  it  mention,  though  it  blafls  my  fong. 


How 
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■low  couldft  thou  bid  that  Rolle^  defpis'd  by  ail, 

)n  helplcfs  beauty  like  a  maftifF  fall ; 

Then  meanly  to  correft  the  brute  pretend, 

^d  claim  the  merit  of  the  *  Fair-one's  Friend  ? 

^rt  thou  the  Youth  on  whom  the  Virtues  fluilc  ? 
The  boafted  Saviour  of  our  fiilking  Ifle ! 
3'er  fuch.  Oblivion,  be  thy  wing  dilplay'd ! 
3h !  waft  them  from  the  gibbet  to  thy  fhade ! 

JTet  what  cxpeft  from  theij  whofe  icy  breaft, 
K  ftranger  to  their  charm,  the  Loves  detcft  ?— 
^ee^  o'er  whofe  heart  their  fafcinating  pow'r 
^e'cr  knew  the  triumph  of  one  foften'd  hour  ? 
To  give  thy  flinty  foul  the  tender  figh, 
'ain  is  the  radiance  of  the  brighteft  eye ! 
1  vain,  for  diee,  of  beauty  blooms  the  rofe  i 
1  vain  the  fwelling  bofom  Ipreads  its  fnows— 
.  Jojepb  thou,  aga^nft  the  fex  to  ftrive; 
«ad  to  thofe  charms  that  keep  die  world  alive ! 

Pa  la 

•  A  moft  waiton  and  illiberal  attack  made!  by  tbis  matn  on 
rs.  F— b-^-^^t,  in  tke  H^uife  of  Cprnmonij  exceeds  all  pr€« 
dent. 
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In  vsin  thy  maKcc  poursc  its  fixtthy  tide ; 
In  vain,  the  virtues  of  thy  PRiitCE  to  hide. 
Thou. and  thy  int)ps,  to  dim  his  rifing  raiy. 
Urge  clouds  on  clouds  to  thwart  the  gdden  day ! 
Mad  toil !  I  fee  his  Orb  fuperior  pafs. 
That  fmiles  trium^iant  on  the  fable  msA. 

O  Pitt  !  a  Sifter  Kingdom  damns  thy  deeds. 
And  pities  haplefs  Britain  as  Ihe  bleeds. 
HiBERNTA  fcorns  each  lYicanly  treacherous  art 

Hatched  by  the  bafc  r-b n  of  thy  heart. 

That  craves  an  afpic  bloated  Hack  with  fa^. 
To  pour  3  dire  contagion  thrdugh  die  State. 
Sbfy  with  an  honeft  voice,  her  Prutcb  approve. 
And  nobly  trufts  the  virtues  diat  flic  loves ; 
Dctefts  a  hangiDan's  unremitting  toil 
To  break  upon  the  wheel  a  happy  Iflcj 
Who  yet,  to  pufli  the  guilt  and  folly  further. 
Suborns  Addrcflbs^  to  applaud  the  nnirdier ! 

Who  but  muft  laugh  to  fee  thy  boafted  friends. 

On  whofe  poor  rotten  trunks  thy  all  depends ! 

See  Bute's  mean  parafite,  thy  fpaniel,  creep, 

Whofe  Argus'  eyes  of  av'ricc  never  fleq>i 

A  clofe  Sutc-leechi  who,  ftickii^  to  die  natioir. 

As  adders  deaf  to  Honour's  cxecratioiii. 

Suck 
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Sucks  from  its  throat  the  blood  by  night,  by  day, 
Nofj  all  the  State  ea^ires^  will  drop  away. 

Yet  fee  another  Fiend,  with  fcowling  eye. 
Who  draws  fix)m  Naturi*s  foul  her  deepcft  figh; 
Afham*d  her  hand  fliould  ufher  mto  light 
What  Face  Ihould  whehn  mrh  everWting  night ! 

Jjolt  by  his  arts,  behold  the  beauteous  Maid^, 
Whom  Innocbncs  herfelf  could  ne'er  upbraid. 
Sunk  a  pale  vidim  to  the  gaping  tomb  s 
Whilft  all  but  be  with  grief  furvey'd  her  doom, 
Whofe  heart  dUdam'd  to  ftcl— whofe  eye  fcvcre, 
Compaffion  never  mdtcd  with  ar  tear ! 

Yet,  left  in  fiknce  to  himlelf  alone, 

Aghaft  he  heaves  the  confcicnce- wounded  groan ! 

At  €v*ry  (bund  how  horror  heaves  the  figh  I 

How  dangers  thicken  on  his  ftraining  eye ! 

He  fees  her  Phantom,  formed  by  treacherous  Love, 

Droop  in  the  grot,  and  pine  amid  the  grove : 

He  marks  her  mien  of  woe,  her  cheek  fo  pale. 

And  trembles  at  her  fhrieks  that  pierce  the  gale ! 

P  J  At 

•  The  melaacholycircBinftaxice  alluded  to  here,  the  family  of 
Dr.  Lynch,  of  Canterboiy,  can  beft  explain. 
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At  night*s  deep  noon  what  fears  his  foul  invade ! 
How  wild  he  ftarts  amidft  the  fpcftfcd  (hadcl    * 
And  dreading  ev'ry  hopelefs  hour  the  laft. 

He  hears  the  call  of  Death  in  cv'ry  blafl: ! 

•  ■  .    ^  .         ... 

Such  are  thy  Cojlcagues^y  O  thw  pafrhi  Boy  \ 
Whofc  heads  and  hearts  thy  yirtyei  dare. employ; 
Who,  crouching  at  thy  heels,  like  bloodhounds  wa 
To  faftcn  on  the  vitals  of  the  State! 
Such  arc  the  mifcrcants  whq  would  rule  the  realm  1' 
Such  the  black  pirates  that  would  fci^c  riic  l^hn! 

Had  not  J  known  thee,   '  .   ■  ,  the  Mufe  had  fworr 
That,  bieft  to  fee  the  State  to  atonis  torHj  . 
Hell  with  her  hoft  had  drawn  each  damned  plan. 
And  for  the  murder  nurs'd  thy  dark  Divan. 

Speak — ^hath  thy  heart,  with  mad  ambition  fir'd. 
Like  Cromwell's,  hot  forpow'r,  to  thrbnes  afpir' 
Then  may  that  youngs  eld  traitorous  bofom  feel 
The  rapid  vengeance  of  fome  virtuous  fteel ! 
Or  what,  to  bofoms  not  quite  flint,  is  worfe. 
May  Heay  n  with  hoary  age  a  Rebel  curf?^ 

Fr 

•  We  mufl;  not  fbrgct,  however,  Mef&eurs  their  Grace* 
R,  and  G.,  Harry  D.,  cum  phrimis  aiiis,  thoogh  they  have 
|he  honour  of  being  mentioned  in  oar  poeti^^  calendar^ 
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From  iwect  focicty  behold  him  torn, 

Condemned,  like  Caik,  to  walk  the  world  forlorn! 

Thus  rous*d  to  anger  for  my  Country's  wrong. 
The  Mule,'  fbr  vengeance  panting,  pour'd  htr  fmg:  ^ 
But,  ah !  wvain  I  wilh'd  the  blefling^  mine. 
To  plant  a  Tcwpion's  fting  in  ev'ry  line. 

•  •'    '  t. 

Now  PRUpBif  ct  gently  pull'd  the  Poet^s  ear. 
And  thus  the  daughter  of  the  Blue-ey'd  Maid,* 

In  Flatt'ry's  fobthing  founds,-  divinely  faid', 
"  O  Petek  !  €ldeft-bbm  t)f  pHCEBtri;  hear— 

.  ■.:     i: '  . .    '  ■;;/.'  "-^  '"■  ■   ■ 

"  Whofe  wric  c0iM  ravifti  Kirtgs,  relax  the  claw 
"  Of  that  gaunt,  hungry  favage,  chriften'd  Law— 
"  Indeed  thou  wahtcft  worldly  wifdom,  Peter, 
'*  To  niix  a  litdcoft^ner  with  thy  metre. 
"  Lo!  if  thine  eye  Dame  Fortune's  finile  purfues, 
^  To  oily  adulation  prompt  the  Muse. 

"  Give  for  the  future  all  thy  rhymes  to  preifc ; 

**  Strike  to  the  glorious  Pitt  thy  founding  lyre : 
"  Thy  head  may  then  be  crown'd  with  Warton's  bays, 

*'  And  mutton  twirl  wifh  fplrit  at  the  fire/* 
^  P  4  "  Pru- 

•  Minerva. 
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«*  Prudence,"  cjvioth  I,  ^'  indeed— ojidccd  I  can't: 
"  Don't  afk  me  to  turn  rpguc  atifl  fycophant  T* 


Now  with  a  finilcj,  firft  (:oufin  tp  a  grinj 

Pame  Pnupf  |icb  anfw^r'di  bridling  Mp  her  chin^^ 

^'  Sweetj  h^rmlefsj  prettjF,  confciciitious  pigjbQn  I 
'^  Ah !  Peter,  well  I  ween  thou  art  not  rich : 
«  Know  that  thou'lt  die,  like  beggars,  in  a  ^tch  5 

*«  Know,  Wo^  d»t  hunger  is  flf  nft  nrtig^n* 

"  Sit  down,  and  make  a  Horace  inutadont 
<^  Like  Pope ;  and  le^  the  ftantagtow 
^'  With  praife  of  Mejjjiwrf  Pitt  and  Co. 

^'  The  prefcnt  wortjiy  Rulers  of  the  Nwon,'* 

With  purs'd*up,  puritanic  ipouth  ft  prim^ 

Thus  fpoke  Dame  Pr^dbiice  to  tiic  Barp  of  Wfumi 

Who^  with  politeneis  feldprn  running  oVr, 
For  inijpiration  fciatch'd  hi^  tuneful  fconcf. 
To  plcafe  Dame  Oraclej  for  once— 

A  Dam](,  ibme  fay,  he  never  giw  befere* 


IMITA* 
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IMITATION     OF     HORACE, 

(ODE   XII.— BOOK  I.) 
Oh  messieurs   PITT  and  CO. 

MUSE,  having  dropped  Sir  Joseph  and  the  Kino, 
What  fort  of  gentry  ih^  wc  deign  to  fing  ? 

What  Wgh  and  mighty  uame,  that  all  adore  ? 
What  miniilerial  wight  that  bribes  each  Cit,. 
Wolf-like  to  howl  for  homage  to  King  Pitt, 

And  fet  each  fmol^y  alehpuie  in  a  roars 
That  fends  to  counties,  borough-towns,  his  crimps, 
Alias  his  vote-feducing  pimps. 

To  bribe  the  mob  with  brandy,  beer  and  long. 
To  put  their  greafy  fifts  to  Court  Addrefles, 
Full  of  profeffipns  kind,  and  fweet  careffes. 

And  with  a  fiddle  lead  the  logs  along  ? 

Shall  DoRNFORO,  king  of  wine,  and  mum,  and  perry. 
Be  crown'd  with  lyric  bays,  with  Matter  M«rry  j 
Two  (ages  who,  in  different  places  born, 
Chi^k  Lans  and  Bi.ack-Boy  Alley  did  adorn  ? 

Or, 

4 
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Or,  Mufc,  fuppofe  we  fing  King  Pitt  himfclfi 
The  grcateft  man  on  earth — a  cunning  el^ 

Who  driveth,  jEHu-likc,  the  Church  aud  State: 
And,  next  to  Royal  Pitt,  we'll  fing  the  Dame, 
Of  open,  genVous,  charitable  fame. 

Lamenting  fad  a  Monarch's  haplcfs  fate; 
Who,  though  transfixed  by  Sorrow's  dart  fo  cruel, 
So  prudent,  numbers  each  bank-note  and  jewel ! 

Nor  ftiall  we  by  old  Bacchus  Weymouth  pafi, 
A  jolly  fellow  o'er  his  glafs* 

Nor,  ScHWELLENBERG,  (halt  thou  a  fhrimp  appotTi 
Whofe  palate  loves  a  dainty  difti, 
Whofe  teeth  in  combat  ftiine  with  flcfli  and  filh, 

Whofe  Strelitz  fl:omach  holds  a  butt  of  beer; 
Who  foon  ftialt  keep  a  falelhqp  for  good  places, 

For  which  fo  oft  the  people  fquabble. 
From  gaping  Cobblers  to  their  gaping  Graces, 

And  thus  provide  for  great  and  little  rabble* 

rU  fing  how  calmly  C n  takes  the  bit. 

And  trots  fo  mildly  under  Master  Pitt  : 

And  Th w,  too,  whom  none  but  Pitt  could 

Who,  blcft  with  Matter  Billy's  fineft  faddle,    [tame. 
No  longer  makes  our  brains  widi  nerghing  addle —  ' 

No  bnger  now  Job's  war-h«rfe  fiiorting  flame; 

But 
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But  that  flow  brute  whom  few  or'none  revere, 
Fam*d  for  his  fiixe  bafe  voice  and  length  of  ear  j 

Yet  now  fo  gentle,  you  npiay  finooth  his  npfc; 

Poor  Ch— c-LLOR*  will  m^ke  no  rioti    :. 
Calm  in  his  ftall  his  .aged  limbs  repofe. 

And  pleas'd  he  eats  his  oats  and  hay  in  quiet! 

This  Pair,  fo  tame,  amid  the  courtier  throng. 
Shall  drag  their  Matter  William's  coach  along. 

And  raife  tj>e  wondej"  of  the  million! 
Juft  like  two  buU-dogs  in  a  country  town. 
That  gallop  in  their  harnefs  up  and  down. 

With  Monsieur  Monkey  for  poftillion. 

Well  fing  the  Brothers  of  our  loving  'Queen, 
Fine  hungry,  hearty  youths  as  e*er  were  feen; 

Who,  if  once  try'd,  would  fhine,  I  make  no  doubt! 
And  chiefly  he  who  merits  high  rewards. 
Who,  wriggling  to  the  Hanoverian  guards. 

Kept  the  poor  Prince  of  Brunswick  out. 
Although  fo  brave  a  Prince,  and  fpilt  his  bloo4 
So  freely  for  the  King  of  England's  ♦  good. 

We'll 

•  The  name  of  the  horfe. 

f  This  b  fcarcely  credible,  b*t  it  is  nevcrthclefs  tnic.— Thp 
Prince  of  Bruofwick's  genias  was  forced  to  yield  to  the  fuperior 
•ne  of  the  Queen's  brother -I 
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Well  fing»  tooj  M^er  Rolli^  who»  fond  o£  Gmt, 
High-dajing^  from  ^  land  of  dumplings  camc» 

To  bear  the  Minister — to  be  his  afs — 
Like  C.onj'mr  Balaam's  reasoning  bn]te> 
That  cany'd  Balaam,  Balak  to  falute^ 

And  curfe  the  Ifraclites^  alas ! 

And  lo !  as  did  the  Lord— 

Who  op'd  the  mouth  of  Balaam*s  beaft; 
So  hath  our  Lord,  'Squire  Pitt,  upon  mj  word,   . 

Op'd  Master  Rollb's,  to  give  the  houfe  a  foil! 

Yet,  hang  it!  Devonshire  is  by  Aram 5  beat— 
A  ch-cumftance  that  wrings  the  Poet's  foul; 

For  Balaam's  Jack-afs  madeii  fpeech  quite  ceat. 
Which  never  y^t  was  done  by  Pitt*s  poor  R— -^ 

Or  (hall  I  fing  old  Cornwall's  death. 
Or  fierce  Sir  Bullface^  who  refign'd  his  breath 
With  brother  Cornwall  in  the  felf-iaaie  year— 
A  downright  bear ! 
Who  bade  ^  Monarch^  like  a  boy  at  fchool^ 
Not  fpend  his  money  like  a  f—  ? 

We 

•  Balaam's  coontry  feat. 
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^e  too  mig^  fing  the  King  of  Swine» 
Sir  JosBPH  I  peerlefs  in  the  &t*mng  line* 

We  too  may  Burdsn&ll  fiBg,  wlio»  fome  time  fince^ 
Admir'd  and  kfv%  ador'd  and  prais'd  hi^  PftiiioBi 

Followed  himi  IpknieUUkej  about; 
Swofe  himfelf  black,  poor  felbw,  in  the  £tce^ 
That  he  would  ten  times  rather  loTe  his  place 

Than  leave  him — ^Thus  faid  he  with  phiz  devout: 
But  when  it  came  to  pafs  his  Highnbss  try'd  him» 
Tlii$  &ife  AposTLBy  PfiTBR-like,  deny'd  him  1 

We'll  fing  Lord  Galloway,  a  man  of  jote. 

Who  tuni]^4  ^  taylor,  much  enrag*d,  away, 
Becauie  he  ftitch'd  a  ftar  i^pon  his  coat 

So  finally  it  fcarcely  threw  a  ray: 
Whereas  he  wifli'd  a  planet  huge  to  flame^ 
To  put  the  moon's  full  orb  to  ihame;^ 
He  wanted  one  fo  large,  with  rays  fo  thick. 
As  to  eclipfe  the  ftar  of  Sir  Johk  Dick  ! 
Sir  John,  who  got  his  ftar,  (b  bright  and  ftout^ 
For  making  fuper-excellent /^iw^  krcutJ^ 

Or, 

•  This  lioiioiir  of  the  Star  was  really  conferred  on  him  by  the 
Empress, OP  Russia  for  fumifhing  the  Ruffian  fleet,  in  the 
Mediterranean,  with  the  abore  cabbage  manufadare,  to  iharpcn 
thdr  eoarage  for  a  maflacre  of  the  poor  Turks. 
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Or,  Mufe,  fuppofe  wc  fing  the  Sp— kir's  wig; 

In  which,  Yis  faid,  a  world  of  wildom  lies; 
Which,  to  a  headpiece  fcarcely  worth  a  fig. 

Importance  gives  that  greatly  doth  furprifc. 
When  through  the  chaos  of  the  Houfc  he  bawls 
For  Ordbr,  that  oft  flies  St.  Stephen's  walls; 
Driv'n  by  a  hoft  of  fcrapes,  and  hawks,  and  humsj 
And  blowing  nofes»  that  diftraft  her  drums.- 

For,  Mufe,  we  cant't  well  fing  poor  G^ lle's  head, 

Bccaufe  it  wanteth  eyes — imperfeft  creature ! 

Again — its  lining  happ'neth  to  be  lead- 
Such  are  the  whimficalities  of  Nature: 

And  thus  this  Ipeaking  headpiece  is,  no  dofeibrj 

As  dark  within  as  certis  'tis  without ! 

Yet  was  this  Youth  prodaim'd  a  pfctty  fprig  j 

A  very  promifing,  a  thriving  twig. 

That  by  his  parents  dear  was  faid  would  be. 

In  time,  a  very  comely  trecj 

And,  what  thofe  parents  dear  would  alio  fuit, 

Prpduce  enormous  quantities  of  fruit. 

By  God's  good  grace,  and  much  good  looking  after— ^ 


A  thought  that  now  convulfeth  us  with  laughter ! 


Sup-! 


to  A   FALLING    MIKIST£R.  dSJ 

Suppofc  wcchaimt  old  Willis  and  h'ls  whifJ, 

At  which  die  hu^^an  hide  revolts ; 
Who  bids,  like  grafshoppcrs,  his  pupils  Ikip, 
And  breaks  mad  gentleracn  like  colts ; 
j  Or  trains  them,  like  a  pointer,  to  his  hand : 
And  fuch  the  mighty  Conjuror's  command, 
,  He,  by  the  magic  of  fticks,  ropes,  and  eyes, 
Conjroands  wild  Folly  to  be  tame  and  wife. 

Or  grant  we  throw  away  a  verfe  or  two 

Upon  the  Bedghambbr's  moft  idle  Imps  ; 
Thofe  Lords  of  gingerbread — a  gaudy  crew, 
Stickir^  together  juft  like  (bcial  fhrimps  i 
Regardlefs  who  the  State-coach  drives. 
So  they  may  lead  good  merry,  lazy  lives ; 
Picas'd  e'en  from  devils  to  receive  their  pay. 
So  thpy,  like  moths,  may  flutter  life  away ! 

Pitt  fhall  the  Hoiife  of  Commons  rule. 
And  eh  of  poor  Incurables  the  fchool; 
And  pour  On  fuch  the  vengeance  of  his  fplecn 

As  meanly  think  of  Hastings  and  the ! 

On  di'monds  Pitt  and  Co.  fhall  largely  feaft. 
Knock  dowirthc  Nabobs,  and  exhauft  the  Eaft  I 

«     •    •   -     *  OLadtI 
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O  Lady  !  whofc  great  wifHom  thkiketh  fit 
To  fprcad  thy  petticoat  o*er  William  Pitt  ! 
This  William  Pitt  and  Thou^  i;^kh6ut  a  j<A«y 
Will  turn  out  moft  exdraordinary  fcXk ! 

Pitt  and  the  Petticoat  Ihall  rule  togethef^ 

Each  mth  the  other  vaftly  taken ; 
Make>  when  they  choofe>  or  fair  or  filthy  weadier. 

And  cut  up  kingdoms  juft  like  bacon  1 


THUS  ha^ng  finilh'd^  Prvdbncb,  withaftair^ 
Exclaim'd,  "  Rank  imny !  thou  wick^  Poet*'- 
Quoth  I,  "  My  littk  Prelbytcrian  fair, 

«  I  know  it**'— 
**  Ah  r*  quoth  the  Dame  again,  with  lifted  eyes, 
**  When  will  this  ftupid  world  be  wife  ?" 

•*  Ah !  had  the  Prince  his  proper  intVeft  fek, 
*<  And,  like  Bucephalus  th6  famous,  knelt 

"  To  take  Pitt  Alexander  on  hii  back> 
*!  He  might  hare  ambled  prettily  along, 
^*  And  very  rarely  fdt  his  rider's  thong-^ 

"  Juft  now  and  then  a  gendc  finack, 

'•T'infoi 


TO   A    FALJLINO    MINISTER.  22^ 

T'  inform  his  royal  colt  what  being  rode  him. 
And  with  fuch  dignity  beftrode  him. 

Yes — had  his  Highness  but  vouch^Td  to  ^oop^ 
With  beav'n-bom  Pitt  he  might  have  eat  his  foup, 
Joy'd  in  the  fijU  pofleflion  of  his  wiflies, 
And  with  his  fervant  fliar'd  the  loaves  and  fifties  !** 


ODE    XII.    Lib.  I,     AD    AUGUSTUM* 

^UEM  virum  cut  heroa  lyra  vel  acri 
Tibia  fumes  ceUhrarCj  Clio  ? 
^em  deum?  cujus  recinet  jocofa 
Nomen  tmago^ 

Aut  in  umbrojis  Heliconis  orisy 
Aut  Juper  Pindo^  gelidove  in  Hamo  ? 
Unde  vocalem  temere  injequuta 
Qrpbca  Jylva^ 
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^rfe  matema  rapidos  morantem- 
Fluminum  lapfus^  celeresque  ventoSy 
Blandum  £5?  auritas  fidihus  canoris 
Dtuere  quercus. 

Sluid  prius  dicam  Jolitis  Parentis 
Laudibus  ?  qui  res  bominum  ac  deorum^ 
^i  mare  &  terras,  variisque  mundum 
Temperat  horis  f 

Unde  nil  majus  generatur  ipfoy 
Nee  viget  quidquam  ftmile  aut  Jecundum ; 
Proximos  illi  tamen  occupavit 
Pallas  bonores. 

Prudiis  audax  neque  te  Jilebo 
Liber  J  6?  Javis  inimica  virgo 
Belluis :  nee  te  metuende  certa^ 
Pbffbe,  Jagttta. 

'Dicam  £f?  Alceiden  \  puerosque  Leda^ 
Hunc  equisj  ilium  Juperare  pugnis 
Nobilem :  quorum  Jimul  alba  nautis 
Stella  refulfity 


TO  A  FALLING   MIlflSTSR.  ^27 

Befluitjaxis  agUatus  humor  :- 
Concidunt  ventiy  fugiuntque  nukes : 
Et  minaxy  quod  fie  voluere^  fonto 
Vnda  recumbit. 

Romulum  pofi  b$s  prius,  an  quietum 
Pompili  regnum  momorm^  4n  fuperhs 
Tarquini  fajces^  duiito,  an  Catonis 
Nobile  letbum. 

Regulum,  0  Scauros,  anim^que  magn^ 
Prodigum  Paulum,  fuperante  Pmo, 
Gratus  infigni  ref^ram  Camoma, 
Fabriciumque. 

Huncy  6?  incomptis  Curium  capillis, 
Utilm  bello  tulit^  &  Camillum 
Sava  Paupertas^  6?  avitus  apto 
Cum  lart  fundus. 

Crefcit  occulto  velut  arbor  avo 
Fama  Marcelli :  micat  inter  omnes 
Julium  fidus^  velut  inter  ignes 
Luna  minores. 

Q^a  Gentis 
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Gentis  humana  pater  atque  cufios^ 
Orte  Satamo^  tibi  cur  a  magni 
Cafaris  fatis  data.:  tu  Jecundo 
Cajare  regnesy 

lllejeu  Pdrtbos  Latio  imminentei 
Egerit  jufto  domitos  triumpbo. 
She  JubjeHos  Orientis  oris 
Seras  6?  Indos  : 

?V  minor  latum  reget  aquus  orbem  : 
Tu  gravi  curru  quaties  Olympum, 
Tu  parum  caftis  inimica  niittes 
Fulmina  lucis. 


SUB 


SUBJECTS 


FOR 


PAINTERS. 


«  Qui  veut  pelndre  pour  rimmorCalitCy 

<*  Poic  pel n(k«:  dcs  Sots."  Fontinklik. 


Q.3 


TO    THE    READER. 

E  rage  for  hiftorical  Pi£tures  in  this  kingdom,  fo 
ewardcd  by  Meflrs.  Boydell  and  Macklin,  hath, 
lie  great  encouragement  of  two  or  three  of  the 
al  Mufes,  tempted  me  to  offer  fubje£ts  to  the 
rrs  in  the  graphic  vineyard.  When  Shakefpeare 
iiton  are  exhaufted,  I  may  prefume  that  the  fol- 
Odes,  Tales,  and  Hints,  in  preference  to  the 
1  of  any  other  of  our  Britifli  Bards,  may  be 
1  by  the  brufh  of  Genius.  Had  I  not  thus  ftepped 
1  as  the  champion  of  my  own  merit,  which  is 
1  fo  neceffary  now-a-days  for  the  ojbtention  of 
notice,  not  only  by  authors,  but  by  tete-makers, 
ers,  elaflic  trufs  and  parliament  fpeech  makers, 
lo,  in  the  daily  news-papers,  are  the  heralds  of 
vn  fplendid  abilities,  I  might  poffi!)ly  be  paffed  by 
t  obiervation,  and  thus  a  great  part  of  apo.tical 
ality  be-lacrificcd  to  a  pitiful  mauvaije  bonte. 


Q4 


SUBJECTS 


FOR 


INTERS; 


SCENE,    THE    ROYAL    ACADEMY^ 

A  RACE  and  good  will  to  this  fair  meeting  !J 
I  come  not  with  hoftility,  but  greeting ; 

Not  eagle-like  to  Jcrtam^  but  dove-like  coo  it : 
I  come  not  with  the  fword  of  vengeance,  rhyme. 
To  flafli,  and  aft  as  journeyman  to  Time — 

The  God  himfelf  i3  juft  arriv'd  to  do  it. 

To  make  each  feeble  figure  a  poor  corfe, 
I  come  not  with  the  fhafts  of  fatire  fporting; 

Then  view  me  not  like  Stubbs's  ftaring  horfcf 
With  terror  on  th'  approaching  lion  fnorting : 

I  come  to  bid  the  hatchet's  labours  ceaie, 

Aud  finokc  with  friends  the  calumet  of  peace. 


Knight 
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Knight  of  the  polar  ftar,  or  bear,  don't  ftart. 
And,  like  fome  long-ear'd  creatures,  bray,  "What 
art!" 

Sir  William,  fliut  your  ell-wide  mouth  of  terror; 
I  come  not  here,  believe  me,  to  complain 
Of  fuch  as  dar'd  employ  thy  building  brain. 

And  criticife  an  economic  error,* 

I  cQmc  not  here  tx>  call  thee  knave  or  fool. 

And  bid  thee  feek  again  Palladio's  fchool  j 

Or  copy  Heav'n,  who  form'd  thy  head  fo  thick. 

To  give  (lability  to  ftone  and  brick : 

No — 'twould  be  cruel  now  to  make  a  routj 

The  very  ftones  already  have  cry'd  out. 

I  come  not  here,  indeed,  new  cracks  to  Ipy, 
And  call  thee  for  the  workmanfhip  hard  names ; 
To  point  which  wing  fhall  next  forfakc  the  (ky. 
And  tumble  in  the  Strand,  or  in  the  Thames. 

Nor 

•  A  large  porti©n  of  the  Royal   Academy,    raifed  at  an 

extraordinary  expence,  fell  to  the  ground  lately ;   but  as  the 

Knight  is  a  favourite  at  Court,  no  h.irm  is  done.     The  nation 

is  able  to  rear  it  again,  which  will  be  a  benefit  ticket  in  Sir 

.  Willijun's  way. 
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wnc  I  here  to  cover  thee  with  ftiame, 
•  putting  clever  Academic  men,* 
:e  calves  or  pigs,  into  a  pen, 
e  the  King  of  England  and  his  dame, 

b  carts  and  coaches,  golden  horfe  and  foots 
idil  peopled  windows,  chimnies  and  old  walls; 
I  marrowbones  and  cleavers,  fife  and  flute, 
Img  in  pious  pilgrimage  to  Paul's : 

■e,  as  the  fhow  of  gingerbread  went  by, 

rain,  as  if  in  mockery  from  the  Iky, 

Died  on  ev'ry  academic  nob, 

wafli'd  each  pigtail  fmart,  and  powder'd  bob ; 

I'd  many  a  vifage,  black,  and  brown,  and  feir, 
ig  to  each  fo  pifturefque  an  air— 
Tibling  that  of  drooping,  rain-foak'd  fowls, 
what's  a  better  pidlure,  parboil'd  owls  j 

Whilft 

lir  William  adually  gave  orders  for  the  non-admiflion  of 
Loyal  Academicians  into  the  Academy,  to  fee  the  Royal 
flion  to  St.  Paul's,  as  he  had  fome  women  and  children  of 
rquaintance  who  wifhed  to  fee  the  fhow.  Half  a  dozen 
s  were  confequently  ordered  to  be  put  together  on  the 
.e  of  the  building  for  their  reception. 
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Whilft  thou,  great  Jove  upon  Olympus,  apings 
Didft  fit  majeftic,  from  a  window  gaping, 

0  West  I  that  fix'd  and  jealous  eye  forbear. 
Which  fcowHng  marks  the  bard  with  doubt  and  fc 

Tby  forms  are  facred  from  my  wrath  divine  j 
'Twcrc  cruel  to  attack  fuch  crippled  creatures,^ 
So  v^ry,  very  feeble  in  their  natures^ 

Already  galping  in  a  deep  decline  [ 

1  feek  them  not  with  fcalping  dioughts,  indeed ! 
Too  great  my  foul  to  bid  the  figures  bleed: 
May  peace  and  happinefs  attend  'em ! 
Where'er  they  go,  poor  imps,  God  mend  'em! 

I  come  not  to  impart  to  thee  the  crime 
Of  over- dealing  in  die  true  fublime; 

I  fcorn  with  malice  thus  thy  fame  to  wound; 
Nor  cruel  to  declare,  and  hurt  thy  trade, 
7'hat  too  divine  effects  of  light  and  (hade 

Were  ever  'uiidft  thy  labours  to  be  found. 

Nor  fwear,  to  blaft  one  atom  of  thy  merit, 
'^hat  ek'gance,  expreffion,  fpirit. 


SUBJECTS    FOk    PAlNTEftS.  ij^ 

Too  ftrongly  from  the  canvafs  blaze. 

And  damn  thee  thus  with  Raphael's  praife  t 

Bcfidcs,  againft  the  ftream  1  fcom  to  ru(h  ; 

The  world  ne'er  faid,  nor  thought  it  of  thy  bruQi; 

Were  I  to  write  thy  epitaph,  I'd  fay, 
"  Here  lies  below  a  painter's  clay^ 

"  Who  work'd  away  moft  furidufly  for  Kings ; 
"  And  prov'd'that  fire  of  inclination 
**  For  pleafmg  the  great  Riiler  of  a  Nation, 

"  And  fire  of  genius^  are  two  difF'rcnt  things***      ; 

Nor  come  I  here  t*  inform  fome  men  fo  wife. 
Who  fhinc  not  yet  upon  the  R.  A.  lift. 

That  limbs  in  fpafms  and  crack'd,  and  goggling  eyeS^ 
With  grandeur  cannot  well  exift. 

Nay,  let  it  be  recorded  in  my  rhynie, 

Convillfibnis  cannot  give  the  true  fublimc. 

Saint  Vitus  might  be  virtuous  to  romance- 
Peace  to  the  manes  of  that  capering  Saint ! 
Yet  let  me  tell  the  fons  of  paint. 

Sublimity  adorncth  not  hi3  dance, 

1^idc 
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Wide  faucer  eyes,  and  dire  diflortion> 
Will  only  make  a  good  abortion* 

Ye  landfcape-paintcrs,  may  your  gold  ftreams  deep— 
Sleep,  golden  Ikies  and  bulls,  and  golden  cows. 

And  golden  groves  and  vales,  and  golden  fheep. 
And  golden  goats,  the  golden  gra&  that  browzc. 

Which  with  fuch  golden  luftre  flame. 

As  beat  the  very  golden  frame ! 

Peace  to  the  fcencs  of  Birmingham's  bright  fchool! 
Peace  to  the  brighter  fcencs  of  Pontypool ! 

Aw'd  I  approach,  yc  fov'rcigns  of  the  brufli. 
With  Modesty's  companion  fweet,  a  blufb. 

And  hefitation  nat'ral  to  her  tongue; 
And  eye  fo  diffident,  with  beam  fo  mild. 
Like  Eye's  when  Adam  on  her  beauties  fmil'd. 

And  led  her  blufhing,  nothing  loath,  along. 
To  give  the  lady  a  green  gown  fo  fweet. 
On  beds  of  rofes.  Love's  delicious  feat: 


Yes,  fober,  trembling,  Quaker-lik«,  I  conie 
To  this  great  Dome, 


r 
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To  offer  fubjeds  to  the  fons  of  paint: 

iccept  the  pleafant  tales  and  hints  I  bring, 

)f  Knight  and  Lord,  and  Conmnoner  and  King, 

Sweeter  than  hift'ry  of  embowell'd  faint; 
)r  martyr,  beat  like  Shrovetide  cocks  with  bats, 
^nd  fir'd  like  turpentin'd  poor  roafting  rats* 

Inimical  as  dogs  to  pigs. 
Or  wind  and  rain  to  powder'd  wigs, 
3r  mud  from  kennels  to  a  milk-white  flocking; 
Hoftilc  to  Peter's  phiz  as  if  a  pcft. 
Why  fprings  the  man  of  hift'ry,  Mifter  West, 
\nd  cries,  "  Off,  off!  your  tales  and  hints  are  fhocking ; 
'  Inventions — fabrications — lies — damn'd  lies ! 

*  Kings,  and  the  world  befides,  thy  fpitc  deipife. 

*-6ir,  you're  a  liar,  ev'ry  body  knows  it; 

*  Sir,  every  ftupid  ftanza  fliows  it : 

*'  Sir,  you  know  nothing  of  a  King  and  Queen ; 

*  In  fpheres  too  high  their  orbs  fuperior  roll, 

^  By  thy  poor  little  grov'ling,  mole-ey'd-foul, 
"  Thou  outcaft  of  Parnaffus,  to  be  feen. 


"  Sir,  they  do  honour  to  their  god-like  ftation, 
"  The  two  firft  luminaries  of  the  nation. 


So 


I 
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"  So  meek,  good,  genVous,  virtuous,  humble,  wifij 
'^  Whilft  thou,  a  favage,  a  great  fool  fo  fat, 
*^  Curs'd  with  a  confcience  blacker  than  my  hat, 

**  Art  rival  to  that  fiend  the  Prince  of  Lies; 

*^  Go,  pour  thy  venom  on  my  Lear* — 

*^  A  whifper,  Hopkins,  Sternhold,  in  thy  ear : 

•*  King  Lear,  to  mortify  thee,  goes 
**  Wher6  Majesty-  delights  with  West  to  prate> 
^'  Much  more  than  Minifters  of  State — 

"  Where  thou  fhalt  never,  never  Ihow  thy  nofe ! 

''  Where  Pages  fancy  it  a  heinous  crime, 

"  Thou  foul-mouth'd  fellow,  to  repeat  thy  frhymd; 

«*  Where  ev'ry  cook,  it  is  my  firm  belief, 
*^  Would  nobly  make  it  a  religious  point, 
**  Rather  than  put  thy  trafh  upon  a  joint, 

**  To  let  the  fire  confuming  burn  the  beef. 

"  There's 

•  A  pretty  iron- flaring  fkctch  now  in  the  Exhibition. 

t  Here  Mr.  Weft  is  millaken.  The  works  of  the  LTric 
Bard«  handfomely  bound  in  morocco  leather,  arc  now  in  the 
Library  at  the  Queen's  Palace :  his  Majcfty  has  done  more—he 
has  written  notfcs  on  the  Odes.  Happy  Poet,  to  have  a  Kiti^  for 
a  commentator  J  5 


*  Xhierc*s  not  a  fliopkeeper  in  Windfor  town 
'  That  would  not  hang  thee^  (hoot  thee^  ftab  thee, 
drown ; 

"  Thatdoth  not  damn  thy  llufF,  thy  odes  and  tdes^ 
^  That  doth  not  think  thy  works  would  give  difeafc 
'*  To  cv*ry  thing  they  wrapped— to  bread,  to  choefc  j 

^^  Nay^  gire  contagion  to  a  bag  of  nails« 

"  The  very  Windfor  dogs  and  cats, 
"  The  very  Windfor  owls  and  bats, 

^'  Would  h6wl  and  fquall,  and  hoot  and  (hriek,  to  meet 

**  Like  thee  a  raggamuffin  in  the  ftiret. 

"  The  fcrvant  nuids  of  *  Windfor,  from  each  (hop> 
*^  Some  pointing  brooms,  and  fome  a  fcornful  mop> 
^'  Their  loyal  ientiments  woitld  difembogue, 
'  And  taunting  cry,  *  There  goes  a  lying  rogue/ 

'  Behold,  rank  impudence  thy  rhymes  infpirci     - 
^«  Confummate  infolence  thy  verfe  provoke ! 

^  Fool !  to  believe  thy  mufe  a  mufe  of  fire ! 
«'  A  chimney-fwecper's  drab,  a  mufe  of  fmoke. 

Vol.  II.  R  "The 

•  Neither  is  thii  true:  the  woAs of  the  fublimc  Bard  arc 
old  publicly  at  Windfor* 
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*^  The  very  bellnrmn's  rhymes  pofiefs  more  merit. 
*^  Nay,  •Nichok*  magazine  exceeds  in  fpiric: 
^*  A  printer's  devil,  with  conceit  fo  drunks 
**  Who  publifties  for  gentleman  and  trunk ; 

'*  Who  fets  up  siuthor  On  old  Bowyer*s  fcraps; 
•^  Bowyer,  whofc  pen  recorded  all  the  raps 
^  That  hungry  authors  gave  to  Bowycr's  door^ 
«*  To  fwell  the  curious  literary  ftore : 

'*  Who  on  a  purblind  fandquarian's  back^ 
**  A  foundered,  broken-winded  hack, 

'^  Rides  out  to  find  old  farthings,  nails,  and  bones 
"  On  darkeft  coins  the  brightdt  legend  reads, 
**  On  tracelefs  copper  fees  imperial  heads, 

"  And  makes  infcriptions  older  than  the  ftoiics. 

<c  To 

•  Miller  Weft  is  not  a  judge.  John's  Magaxtm  is  a  (a 
farrago^  pofle£ing>  however^  the  merit  of  being  more  in  ^um 
tity  than  other  magazines :  as  for  the  quality,  John,  who  is 
moft  txcelUnt  tradefman,  deemeth  it  of  no  importance. 

t  What  a  virulent  attack  on  the  penetrating  and  laborio 
Mr.  GouGH  of  Enfield  !  Can  any  thing  be  more  bitter  agadi 
an  antiquarian  l^ro  of  the  firft  fame,  for  ever  at  fifticuffs  wi 
Time,  to  make  him  difgorge  the  g^od  things  he  has  been,  £ 
fuch  a  ferles  of  ages,  devouring  ! 


SVBJECTS   FOR    PAINTERS.  ^43 

^  Too  bids,  to  give  his  cuftomcrs  furprife, 

^^  A  Druid  altar  from  a  pigflyc  rife. 

'*  Yes,  Nichols,  aping  wifdom  through  his  glaffesj 

^*  Thee,  thee  Apollo*s  fcavenger,  ilirpaflesi 

"  Soon  Ihall  we  fee  the  Fleet  thy  carcafe  wrings 
*^  Mean  thro*  the  prifon  grate  for  farthings  anglings 

*'  Sufpending  feet  of  ftockmgs  by  a  firing, 
"  Or  glove  or  nightcap  for  our  bounty  dangling; 

**  Whiift,  iffuing  from  thy  nniouth  begrimM  with  beared 
"  Thy  pale  nofe  poking  through  thy  prifon  hole, 

*'  The  holiow  voice  of  iftis'ry  wiU  be  heard, 
"  *  Kind  ge'mman,  pity  a  poor  hungry  foul : 

'^  *  Have  pity  on  a  pris'ner's  cafe  fo  Ihocking— 

"  *  Good  lady,  put  a  ferthing  in  the  (locking  1* 

**  What  impudence  thus  bold  a  fece  to  puftii 
"  Ami'd  with  a  winking  light  of  paltry  rulh, 

*'  As  if  with  Truth's  bright  torch,  into  our  roomi 
"  To  dart  on  ignorance  the  fancy'd  rays — 
"  To  bid  of  barbarifm  the  empire  blaze^ 

'*  And  kind  illumine  Error's  midnight  gloom  1 

R  2  "Get 
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"  Get  out,  and  pertly  don't  conic  troubling  mei 
^^  A  dog  is  better  company  than  thee.'* 

Thus  cries  the  King's  great  Painter  to  the  Bard} 
Such  is  of  peerle/s  Odes  the  bafe  reward ! 

I  thank  ye — much  obliged  t'ye,  Miftcr  West, 
For  thoughts  fo  kind,  znd J>renily  expreft : 

Yet  won't  I  be  refus'd,  I  won't  indeed ; 
You  mujt,  you  Jhall  have  tale,  and  ode,  and  hint; 
This  memory  of  mine  contains  a  mint : 

And  thus,  in  bold  defiance,  1  proceed. 

Yet  mind  me,  as  to  our  bright  Kino  and  Quztn, 
Their  names  are  facred  from  the  Poet's  fplccn— 

Pdace  to  their  reign  !  they  feel  no  mcMre  my  jokci 
Whetlier  to  Hanover  they  wifely  roam. 
Or  full  as  wifely  count  their  cafh  at  home: 

My  fatire  (hall  not  hurt  the  gentlefolks. 

.Pleas'd  in  a  hut  to  broil  my  mutton  bone, 
I  figh  not  for  the  venTon  of  .a  throne: 

Nay,  flavcry  doth  not  with  my  pride  agree; 
A  toad-eater's  an  imp  I  don't  admire ; 
Nor  royal  fmall-talk  doth  my  foul  defire : 
r:  ^V^/een  my  Sovereigns— that's  enough  for  me. 

A 
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^>  THOUSAND  themes  for  canvafs  I  could  namo> 
To  give  the  artift  beef  and  fame : 

Lo !  •  Hodfell  in  his  country  feat  fo  fine, 
^hcre,  'midft  his  tulips,  grin  ftone  apes  with  parrots  j 
Adhere  Neptune  foams  along  a  bed  of  carrots, 

Inftead  of  cleaving  through  his  native  brine  ^ 

Vhcre  Phcebus  ftrikes  to  cabbages  his  firings; 
Vhcre  Love  o'er  garlick  waves  his  purple  wings ; 

Where  Mars,  to  vanquilh  beets,  heroic  Jeans  i 
tnd,  arm'd  with  lightnings,  with  terrific  eyes, 
'he  great  and  mighty  Ruler  of  the  (kies 

Sublimely  thunders  through  a  bed  of  beans; 

lofc  by  whofe  fide  the  haymakers  are  mating, 
nd  Dutchmen  to  their  knees  in  onions  flcaiting. 

*  A  merchant  of  ia/f^m 


R  3  A  MIGHTY 
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A  Mighty  Warrior  in  the  Houfc  of  Lords^ 
Swallowing,  alas!  a  bitter,  bitter  pill i 

Eating,  poor  man,  his  own  fad  words^ 
Exceedingly  againft  his  noble  willj 

Whilft  Rawdon  by  his  fide,  with  niardal  fec«, 
Commandcth  him  to  fwallow  with  a  grace; 
Would  make  an  interefting  fcene,  indeed^ 
And  fliow  the  courage  of  King  Charles's  breed  | 

How  like  a  Doftor,  forcing  down  the  throat 
Of  fome  poor  puling  child  a  dofe  of  faltSj^ 
At  which  its  little  foul  revolts. 
With  wriggling  limbs,  wry  mouths,  and  piteous  notc^ 
Yet  forc'd  to  uke  the  formidable  purge, 
Or  tafte  a  bitt'rcr  dofe,  the  threatened  fcourgc ! 

Or  Richmond,*  watchful  of  the  State's  falvation. 
Sprinkling  his  ravelins  o'er  the  pale-nos'd  nation; 

Now 

*  The  Dake  abfolutely  ordered  cannon  to  be  made  of  leathefji 
from  a  fnufF-box-maker,  which,  at  Woolwich,  on  Saturday  tht 
fecond  day  of  May,  1789,  were  ferioufly  tried,  and,  like  manf 
fk  nobleman,  found  too  yh/i. 
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Now  buying  leathern  boxes  up  by  tuns. 
Improving  thus  the  bodies  of  great  guns  s 
Guns  bleft  with  double  natures,  mild  and  rough. 
To  give  a  broadfide,  or  a  pinch  of  fhufF. 
Or  Richmond  *  at  th*  enormous  reckoning  ftruck. 
At  Portfinouth  battling  hard  about  a  duck. 

A  certain  lugh  and  mighty  Duchefs, 
Hugging  her  hufband  in  her  cat-like  clutches. 

Biting  and  tearing  him  with  brandy  zeal; 
Whofc  flax  in  heaps  is  feen  to  fly  around, 
Whilft  he,  pale  wight,  emits  a  plaintive  found. 

Like  animals  that  furniih  ni^  widi  vealj 

Would  makje  another  pletfmg  fcenc, 
Showing  the  metde  of  an  arrant  Quean  j 
Longing  to  Ihine  a  firfl:-rate  ftar  at  Court, 
JFor  fatu-e's  pen,  a  fubjeft  of  rare  Iport  j 

R  4  Longing 

*  At  Portfinooth  his  Gnce»  not  long  iince»  befpoke  a  dinner 
for  a  few  friends ;  and  becaufe  no  fork  had  entered  a  roafled 
dock,  Charles  Lenox>  Dake  of  Richmond,  Earl  of  March, 
Ma&er  General  of  the  Ordnance,  Lord  Lieutenant  and  Caftot 
Rotulorum  of  the  county  of  Suflex,  Duke  of  Lenox  in  Scotland, 
uid  Aobigny  in  France,  Knight  of  the  Moft  Noble  Order  of  the 
[jarter,  &c.  thought  it  a  grievous  impolition,  and  ordered  the 
^mdlord  of  the  inn  to  dedufl  the  eighteen  pence,  the  price  of 
he  duck,  from  the  bill,  which  wai  done  accordingly. 
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Lx)nging  to  purify  a  lucklcfs  blood, 
Deep-ftain'd,  and  finellmg  of  its  native  mud» 

The  valiant  Glostkr  at  the  army's  head. 
Drawn  as  the  glorious  Macedonian  youthj 

In  battle  galloping  o'er  hills  of  dead. 

Would  glow  with  fuch  an  air  of  truth  !— 

Not  on  a  Jackafs  mounted,  but  a  ftecd 

Of  old  Bucephalus'^  breed. 


Salisb'ry  examining  the  iron  hands 

Of  Fame's  and  fweet  St.  Giles's  blackguard  bands^^ 

That  clap  our  Kings  to  Parliament  and  Play— 
Salifb'ry,  too,  gauging  all  their  gaping  throats^ 
Excifeman-Hke,  to  find  the  bcft  for  notes. 

That  money  mayn't  be  thrown  away : 

Refolv'd  from  thofc  fame  legions  of  vulgarity. 
To  get  full  pennyworths  of  popularity; 
Refolv'd  his  nmfter  Ihall  be  fairly  treated. 
And  not,  as  ufual,  by  his  fcrvants,  cheated. 
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Suppofe,  to  give  this  humour-loving  ifle 
A  pretty  opportunity  to  fmile. 

You  paint  the  Solomon  of  yon  fam*d  place,* 
Where  fair  Philosophy,  the  heav'nly  dame. 
By  barb'rous  ufagc  covered  deep  with  Ihamc, 

No  longer  Ihows  her  exil'd  face; 
Where  cent,  ptr  cent,  in  value  rife. 
Toads,  tadpoles,  gralshoppers,  and  flics  ? 

Suppofe  you  paint  Sir  Joseph  all  fo  bleft^ 
With  many  a  parafitical  dear  gueft, 

Swol'n  by  their  flatteries  as  a  bladder  big. 
Throwing  away  of  learning  fuch  a  wafle. 
And  proving  his  fuperior  clalTic  tafte. 

By  fwallowing  the  Jumen  of  a  pig  ? 


Pitt  trying  to  unclench  Britannia's  fift. 

Imploring  money  for  a  King ; 
Xclling  moft  mournful  tales  of  civil  lift. 

The  Lady's  tender  heart  to  wring ; 


«  The  Royal  Society. 


Tales 
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Tales  of  expence,  th*  cfFeft  of  Dodtors*  bills. 
High  price  of  blifters,  boluses,  and  pills  j 
Long  jpumey  to  St.  Paul's,  t'  oblige  the  nation^ 
And  giv^  God  humble  thanks  for  refloration: 
Britannia  with  arch  look,  the  while, 
Partaking  ftrongly  of  a  fmile. 
Pointing  to  that  huge  dome,*  the  nation's  wealths 
Vfhcrt  people  fometimes  place  their  cafli  by  fitalthi 
And,  all  fo  moJe^  with  their  fecret  ftore, 
Jnform  the  world  they're  poor,  yes,  very  poor* 


BjnTDiKELL  and  SvMONDsf  with  each  other  vying, 
Sweet  youths!  for  little  Norman's :j;  favours  fighing^ 

A  pi£turefque  effed  would  form : 
Vbat  hugging  mother  for  the  daughter's  charms  i 
?1fe;i,  with  the  yielding  damfcl  in  his  arms. 

Taking  the  citadel  by  ftorm : 
That  running  with  the  girl  in  triumph  off; 
fbis  with  the  dog,  the  mother,  and  the  muff. 

A  great 

•  The  Bank  of  England. 

f  Lord  B.  and  Sir  Richard  S.'s  conteft  for  the  channioff 
prize  is  well  known  to  the  Opera-Houfe. 

I  A  pretty  black-cycd  Figurante  at  the  Opera« 
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A  great  Law  Chief;  whorp  God  nor  Demon  fcarcs, 
Compeird  to  kneel  and  pray,*  who /wore  his  pray'rsi 

The  dey'l  behind  him,  plcas'd  and  grinning. 
Patting  the  angry  lawyer  on  the  ftioulder. 
Declaring  nought  was  ever  bolder, 

Adnriring  fuch  a  novel  mode  pf  finning: 

Like  this,  a  fubjed  would  be  reckoned  rare, 
AVhich  proves  what  blood-game  infidels  can  darci 
Which  to  my  mem'ry  brings  a  fact, 
A^hich  nothing  but  an  Englifh  tar  would  aft^ 

In  ftiips  of  war,  on  Sunday,  pray'rs  arc  giv'n  j 
t^or,  though  fo  wicked,  failors  think  of  Heav*n, 

Particularly  in  a  ftorm  j 
\Where,  if  they  find  no  brandy  to  get  drunk, 
'X'heir  fouls  are  in  a  miferable  funk ; 

Then  vow  they  to  th'  Almighty  to  reform, 
If  in  his  goodnefs  only  oncet  once  more, 
^C*ll  fyffcr  them  to  clap  one  foot  on  (hore. 


In 


9  On  the  thankrgiying  day  at  Sc  Faal'(. 
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In  calms,  indeed,  or  gentle  airs. 

They  ne'er  on  week-days  pefter  HeaV'n  with  pray'n  i 

For  'tis  amongft  the  Jacks  a  common  faying, 

**  Where  there's  no  danger,  there's  no  need  of  praying.'^ 

i 

One  Sunday  morning  all  were  met 

To  hear  the  parfon  preach  and  pray. 
All  but  a  boy,  who,  willing  to  forget 

That  pray'rs  were  handing  out,  had  ftol'n  away; 
And,  thinking  praying  but  a  ufelefs  tafk. 
Had  crawl'd,  to  take  a  nap,  into  a  cafk. 

The  micber  was  found  mifling ;  and  full  foon 
The  boatfwain's  cat  fagacious  fmelt  him  out| 

€ave  him  a  clawing  to  fomc  tune — 

This  cat's  a  coufm  Germain  to  the  Knout.* 

*^  Come  put,  you  fculking  dog,"  the  boatfwain  cry*dj 
'^  And  fave  your  damn'd  young  finful  foul  :** 

He  thc;ii  the  moral-mending  cat  apply'd. 
And  turn'd  him  like  a  badger  from  his  hole* 

Sulkfj 

4      / 

*  A  common  punifhment  in  Ruflia. 
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Sulky,  the  boy  march'd  on,  nor  fecnn'd  to  mind  him. 
Although  the  boatfwain  flogging  kept  behind  him : 
"  Flog,"  cry'd  the  boy,  "  flog— curie  nme,  flog  away; 
"  rU  go— hut  mind— God  d-mn  me  if  FU  j>r^.'^ 


THEKING    OF    SPAIN 

AND 

THEHORSE* 

^  H  fev*ntcen  hundred  fev'nty-eight. 

The  rich,  the  proud,  the  potent  King  of  Spain, 
^^hofe  anceftors  fent  forth  their  troops  to  fmitc 

The  peaceful  natives  of  the  weftern  main, 
N^ith  faggots  and  the  blood- delighting  fword, 
*^o  play  the  devil,  to  oblige  the  Lord  ! 

^or  hunting,  roafting  heretics,  and  boiling, 
taking  and  barbecuing,  frying,  broiling. 

Was  thought  Heav'n's  caufc  amazingly  to  furtlier; 
Tor  which  m6ft  pious  reafon,  hard  to  work 
^!Thcy  went,  with  gun  and  dagger,  knife  and  fork. 
To  charm  the  God  of  mercy  with  their  murther ! 

I  fay 
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I  fay,  this  King  in  fcv'nty-cight  furvcy*d. 
In  tapcftry  fo  rich,  pourtray'd 

A  horfc  widi  ftirrups,  crupper,  bridle,  (addle  J 
Within  the  ftirrup,  lo,  the  Monarch  try*d 
1*0  fix  his  foot,  the  palfry  to  beftride; 

In  vain !— ^he  could  not  o*er  the  palfry  ftraddlcf 

Stiff  as  a  Turk  the  beaft  of  yarn  remained. 
And  ev'ry  effort  of  the  King  difdain'd. 
Who  'midft  his  labours  to  the  ground  was  tumblcdi 
And  gready  morrified  as  well  as  humbled. 

l^rodigious  was  the  flruggle  of  the  day: 
The  horfe  attempted  not  to  run  awayj 

At  which  the  poor  chaf  d  Monarch  now  'gsm  grin 
And  fwore  by  ev'ry  faint  and  holy  martyr. 
He  would  not  yield  the  traitor  quarter. 

Until  he  got  poffeffion  of  his  (kin* 

Not  fiercer  fam'd  La  Mancha*s  knighty 

Hight  Quixote,  at  a  puppet  fhow. 
Did  with  more  valour  ftoutly  fight. 

And  terrify  each  litde  fqueaking  foe; 

When  bold  he  pierc'd  the  lines,  immortal  fi-ay; 

And  broke  their  paftcboard  bones,  and  ftabb*d  the 

hearts  of  hay* 

Ni 
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Tot  with  more  energy  and  fury 

*he  beauteous  ftreet-walker  of  Drury 

Attacks  a  fifter  of  the  finuggling  trade^ 
Vhofe  winks,  and  nods,  and  Iwcet  rcfiftlels  finilc^ 
^.h,  me !  her  paramour  beguile. 

And  to  her  bed  of  healthy  ftraw  perfuadc; 
Where  mice  with  mufic  charm,  and  vermin  Crawl, 
And  fhails  with  filver  traces  deck  the  wall* 

And  now  a  cane,  and  now  a  whip  ke  us'd; 

And  now  he  kick'd,  and  fore  the  palfiry  bruis'd  j 

Yit,  Id,  the  horfe  feem'd  patient  at  each  kick. 

And  bore  with  Chriftian  fpirit  whip  and  fticka 

And  what  exceflively  provok'd  this  Prince, 

^c  horfe  fo  ftubborn  fcorn'd  ev'n  once  to  wince, 

^ow  rufti'd  the  Monarch  for  a  bow  and  arrow, 
To  fhoot  the  rebel  like  a  fparrowj 
\nd  lo,  with  fhafts  well  fteerd;  with  all  his  force, 
lift  like  a  pinculhion,  he  ftuck  the  horfe ! 

Vow  with  the  fury  of  the  chaf  *d  wild  boar, 
liVith  nail$  and  teeth  the  wounded  horfe  he  tore; 

Now  to  the  floor  he  brought  the  ftubborn  beaft^ 
Mow  o'er  the  vanquifh'd  horfe  that  dar'd  rebel, 
Moft  Indian^like,  the  Monarch  gave  a  yell, 

Pleas'd  on  the  quadruped  his  eyes  to  fcaft; 

5  Blcflr 
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Bleft  as  Achilles,  when  with  fatal  wound 
He  brought  the  mighty  Hbctor  to  the  ground* 

Yet  more  to  gratify  his  godlike  ire. 
He  vengeful  flung  the  palfry  in  the  fire ! 
Showing  his  pages  round,  poor  trembling  things. 

How  dang'rous  to  refift  the  will  of  Kings. 


LORD  BRUDENELL  and  the  EUNUCH^ 

A  LORD,  mofl  mufically  mad. 
Yet  with  a  tafle  fuperlatively  bad, 

Afk'd  a  fqueal  eunuch  to  his  lioufe  one  day; 
A  poor  old  Jemivir^  whofe  throat 
Had  loft  its  love-refounding  note. 

Which  Art  had  giv  n,  and  Time  had  ftorn  away* 

**  Signor  Squalini,'*  with  a  folemn  air. 
The  Lord  began,  grave  rifing  from  his  chair. 

Taking  Squalini  kindly  by  the  hand— 
^*  Signor  Squalini,  much  I  fear 
**  I've  got  a  moft  unlucky  ear, 

*^  And  that  *ds  known  to  all  the  mufic  band* 

4  'W  Foa< 
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ond  of  abufe^  each  fiddling  coxcomb  carps  j 
«^cl,  true  it  is,  I  don't  know  flats  from  Iharps : 
Xndeed,  Signor  Squalini,  'tis  no  hum; 

0  ill  doth  mufic  with  my  organs  fuit, 
Icarccly  know  a  fiddle  from  a  flute, 

'    ^he  haud>ois  from  the  double  drum. 

N^oiv  though  with  Lords,  a  number,  of  this  nation, 

1  go  to  Op'ras,  more  through  fafhion 

"  Than  for  the  love  of  mufic,  I  could  wifh 
The  world  might  think  I  had  fome  little  taflie. 
That  thofe  two  ears  were  tolerably  cha(te; 
"  But,  Sir,  I  am  as  flupid  as  a  fifh. 

'  Get  me  the  credit  of  a  Cogno/cente, 
'  Gold  fha'n't  be  wanting  to  content  ye.'* 

*  Braviffimot  my  Ldr,"  reply'd  Squalini, 
With  acquiefcent  bow,  and  fmile  of  fuavlty  j 

'  Dc  nobleman  mufs  never  look  de  ninny."— 
**  True,"  grunts  the  noble  Lord,  with  German 
gravity. 

'  My  Lor,  ven  men  vant  money  m  dcr  purfe, 
**  Dcy  do  no  vant  de  vorld  to  tink  dem  poor ; 

'  Bccaufe,  my  Lor,  dat  be  von  Ihabby  curfe; 
"  Dis  all  fame  ting  wid  ignorance,  my  Lor.*' 
Vol.  II.  S  "  Rigyt," 
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<^  Right,"  cry'd  his  Lordlhip  in  a  grumbUng  tont 
Much  like  a  maftiff  jealous  of  his  bone. 

"  But  firft  I  want  fome  techmcals.  Signer."— 
Bowing,  the  Eunuch  anfwer'd— *^  Ifs,  my  Lor; 

^*  I  teafli  your  Lorftiip  queekly,  queckly,  all-* 
"  Dere  rat  be  call  de  fojlenuto  note, 
*'  Dat  be  ven  finger  oppen  vide  de  troat, 

*^  And  den  for  long  time  make  de  fquawl,  fqua' 
fquawl ; 
"  MuQi  long,  long  note,"  dat  do  continue  while 
"  A  man,  my  Lor,  can  valk  a  mile. 

*^  My  Lor,  der  likewife  be  dt  cromafique, 
**  As  if  de  finger  vas  in  greef,  or  fick, 

"  And  had  de  colick — dat  be  ver,  ver  fine: 
**  -De  high,  oh,  dat  mufician  call  Joprano ; 
"  De  low  voice,  hajfo ;  de  foff  note,  piano-^ 

'^  Bravoura,  queek,  bold — here  Marchefi  Ihin 

'^  Dis  Mara,  too,  and  Billington,  do  know— 
*'  Allegro y  quick;  Adagio y  be  de  flow; 

*'  Pompojoy  dat  be  manner  make  de  roar : 
*'  Maeftojoy  dat  be  flow,  grand,  nobel  ting, 
"  Mufh  like  de  voice  of  Emperor,  or  de  Kingj 
**  Or  youy  my  Lor, 
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^  When  in  de  Houfe  you  make  de  grand  oration, 
*  For  fave,  my  Lor,  de  noble  Englis  nation. 

"  Da  Capo,  dat's>  my  Lor,  begin  again, 
'*  And  end,  my  Lor,  wid  de  firft  ftrain," 

rhns  having  giv'n  his  leflbn,  and  a  bow. 
With  high  complacency  his  Lordftiip  fmiFd : 

Jnraveird  was  his  Lordfhip's  pucker'd  brow. 
His  fcowling  eye,  like  Luna's  beams,  fo  mild: 

5uch  IS  th'  efFeft,  when  flatt'ries  fweet  cajole 
That  praife-admiring  wight  yclep'd  die  foul  j 
And  from  the  days  of  Adam  'tis  the  cafe. 
That  great's  the  fympathy  'twixt  foul  and  face. 

"  Signer  Squalini,"  cry'd  the  happy  Lord, 

"  The  Op'ra  is  begun,  upon  my  word— 

"  Allonsy  Signor,  and  hear  me — mind, 

*'  As  foon  as  ever  you  fliall  find 

"  A  finger's  voice  above  or  under  pitch, 

"  Juft  touch  my  toe,  or  give  my  arm  a  twitch.*'* 

"  I&,  i&,  my  Lor,  (the.  Eunuch  ftrait  rcply'd) 
"  My  Lor,  I  fhect  clofe  by  your  Lordlhip  fidei 

S  2  And 
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"  And  den,  accordin  to  your  LorQiip  wi(h,l 
^  I  give  your  Lorfliip  elbow  littd  twifti." 

Now  to  the  Opera,  mufic's  founds  to  hear. 
The  old  Caftrato  and  the  noble  Peer 
Proceeded — Near  the  orcheftra  they  fat. 
Before  the  portals  of  the  fingers'  throats ! 
The  critic  couple  moufing  for  bad  notes 
With  all  the  keennefs  of  a  hungry  cat. 

Now  came  an  out-of'tunifh  note — 

The  Eunuch  twitch'd  his  Lordfhip^s  coat: 

FuU-mou th'd  at  once  his  Lordfiiip  roar*d  out  "Plha! 
Sudden  the  orchefta,  amaz'd,  turn  round 
To  find  from  whence  arofc  the  critic  found. 

When,  lo !  they  heard  the  Lord,  and  faw ! 

The  Eunuch  kept  moft  flily  twitching; 

His  frowning  Lordlhip  all  die  while, 

(Not  in  the  cream  of  courtly  ftyle) 
l&t-dogging  this  poor  finger,  that  hc-iilcbing; 
Uniting,  too,  a  hod  of  damning  p/has, 
Reap'd  a  moft  plenteous  harveft  of  applaufcj 
Grew  from  that  houj-  a  Lord  of  tuneftil  (kill. 
And,  though  the  Eunuch's  dead,  remains  fo  ftill. 
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TO    THE    ACADEMICIANS. 

Suppose  you  paint  the  Dev'l,  with  fmiling  mien, 
Vhifp'ring  deceit  to  any  King  or  Queen, 

Tis  what  the  prince  of  foot  hath  often  done : 
or  lo,  with  many  a  King  and  many  a  Queen, 
1  clofe  confab  the  gentleman  is  feen— 

With  fucb  hath  Satan  oft  a  world  of  fun; 
lore  fiin,  or  diadems  are  much  bely'd, 
^han  all  the  little  under- world  befide ! 

^hc  DevTs  a  fellow  of  much  fterling  humour, 
r  we  may  credit  public  rumour ; 

And  all  fo  civil  in  each  ?£k.  and  look, 
''hat,  whenfoever  we  incline 
>n  fome  rare  difh  of  fin  to  dine. 

We  can't  employ  a  readier,  nicer  cook. 

Vho,  too,  fo  generous  difdains 

^0  take  a  fixpence  for  his  pains- 
Nay,  at  our  money  would  be  vext; 

"lappy  to  pleafe  us  gratis  with  his  art, 

^ronded,  when  from  this  world  we  depart. 
We  join  his  Jire-ftde  in  the  next. 

S  3  ^  Like 
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Like  Gloucester,  who  for  pay  can  leave  hispartyj 
Some  years  ago  I  join'd  his  corps  fo  hearty. 

Thinking  the  Prince  of  Erebus  ill  treated : 
Fir'd  by  the  fubjeft,  in  my  rhyniing  mode, 
I  complimented  Satan  with  an  Ode, 

Which,  for  the  brufhmcn's  fake,  fliall  be  repeated. 


ODE    TO    THE    DEVIL, 

INGRATUM    ODI. 

PRINCE  of  the  dark  abodes!  1  ween 
Your  Highnefs  ne'er  till  now  hath  feen 

Yourfelf  in  metre  fliine  i 
Ne'er  heard  a  fong  with  praife  fincerCji 
Swtct  warbled  on  your  fmutty  ear, 

licfore  this  Ode  of  mine. 

Perhaps  the  reafon  is  too  plain. 
Thou  try'ft  to  ftarve  the  tuneful  train^i^ 

Of  potent  verfe  afraid  j 
And  yet  I  vow,  in  all  my  time, 
I've  not  beheld  a  fingle  rhyme 

That  ever  fpoil'd  thy  trade. 


fW 
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vc  often  read  thofe  pious  whinis— 
3HN  Wesley's  fweet  damnation  hymns. 

That  chant  of  hcav'nly  riches. 
/Tiat  have  they  done  ? — thofe  heav'nly  ftrains, 
devoutly  fqueez'd  from  canting  brains, 

But  fiird  John's  earthly  breeches? 

'hcre*s  not  a  fhoeblack  in  the  land, 
a  humbly  at  the  world's  command. 

As  thy  old  cloven  foots 
*ike  lightning  doft  thou  fly,  when  call'd, 
jid  yet  no  pickpocket's  fo  maul'd 

As  thou,  O  Prince  of  Soot  I 

Vhat  thoufands,  hourly  bent  on  fin, 
Vixh  fupplication  call  thee  in. 

To  aid  them  to  purfue  it ! 
'ct,  when  detefted,  with  a  lie 
tipc  at  their  fingers'  ends,  they  cry, 

«  The  Devil  made  me  do  it.** 

Jehold  the  fortunes  that  are  made, 
3y  men  through  roguifh  tricks  in  trade  1 
Yet  all  to  thee  are  owing — 

S  4  And 
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And  though  we  meet  it  cv*ry  day. 
The  fneaking  rafcals  dare  not  fay. 
This  is  the  Devil's  doing* 

As  to  thy  company,  Vm  fiirc. 

No  nun  can  fhun  thee  on  'that  fcorc  ; 

The  very  beft  is  thine : 
With  Kings,  Queens,  Minifters  of  State, 
Lords,  Ladies,  I  have  feen  thee  great. 

And  many  a  grave  Di^nc» 

Fm  forely  griev'd  ^t  tiqips  to  find. 
The  very  inftant  thou  art  kind. 

Some  people  fo  uncivil. 
When  aught  oflFends,  with  fece  awry,  ^ 
With  bafe  ingratitude  to  cry, 

''  I  wifh  it  to  the  devil/* 

Hath  fome  poor  blockhead  got  a  wife, 
To  be  the  torment  of  his  life. 

By  one  eternal  yeUj 
The  fellow  cries  out  coariely,  '*  Zounds ! 
*'  Vd  give  this  moment  twenty  pounds 

"  To  fee  the  jade  in  hell/' 


Sh( 
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Jhould  Hcav*n  their  pray*rs  fo  ardent  gJUnt, 
Thou  never  company  wouldft  want 

To  make  thee  downright  mad; 
For  mind  me,  in  their  wifhing  mood, 
rhcy  never  offer  thee  what's  good. 

But  ev'ry  thing  that's  bad. 

My  honeft  anger  boils  to  view 

A  fnulfling,  long-fac'd,  canting  crew. 

So  much  thy  humble  debtors, 
Ruihmg,  on  Sundays,  one  and  all. 
With  defp'rate  pray'rs  thy  head  to  maul^ 

And  thus  abufe  their  betters, 

To  feize  one  day  in  ev'ry  week. 
On  thee  their  black  abufe  to  wreak. 

By  whom  their  fouk  are  fed 
Each  minute  of  the  other  fix. 
With  ev'ry  joy  that  heart  can  fix, 

Is  impudence  indeed ! 

Blufhing,  I  own  thy  pleafing  art 
Hath  oft  feduc'd  my  vagrant  heart. 
And  led  my  fteps  to  joy — 

The 
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The  charms  of  beauty  have  been  minci 
And  let  me  call  the  merit  thine. 
Who  brought'ft  the  lovely  toy. 

No,  Satan — if  I  a(k  thy  aid. 

To  give  my  arms  the  blooming  maidj^ 

I  will  not,  through  the  nation  all, 
Proclaim  thee  (like  a  gracelefs  imp) 
A  vile  old  good-for-nothing  pimp. 

But  fay,  **  'tis  thy  vocation,  Hal.** 

Since  truth  muft  out— ^I  feldom  knew 
What  'twas  high  pleafure  to  purfue. 

Till  thou  hadft  won  my  heart : 
So  fbcial  were  we  both  together. 
And  beat  the  hoof  in  ev'ry  weather, 

I  never  wifli'd  to  part. 

Yet  when  a  child — good  Lord !  I  thought 
That  thou  a  pair  of  horns  hadft  got. 

With  eyes  like  faucers  ftaring ! 
And  then  a  pair  of  ears  fo  ftout, 
A  monftrous  tail  and  hairy  fnout. 

With  claws  beyond  comparing. 


Taug 
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Taught  to  avoid  the  paths  of  evil. 
By  day  I  us'd  to  dread  the  Devil  i 

And  trembling  when  'twas  night, 
Methought  I  faw  thy  horns  and  ears^^ 
Then  fung  or  whiffled  to  my  fears^ 

And  ran  to  chafe  my  fright. 

And  ev'ry  night  I  went  to  bed, 
I  fweated  with  a  conftant  dread. 

And  crept  beneath  the  rug ; 
There,  panting,  thought  that  in  my  flecp 
Thou  (lily  in  the  dark  wouldft  creep. 

And  eat  me,  though  fo  fnug, 

A  haberdaflier's  fliop  is  thine. 

With  fins  of  all  forts,  coarfe  and  fine. 

To  fuit  both  man  and  maid : 
Thy  wares  they  buy,  with  open  eyes; 
How  cruel  then,  with  conftant  cries. 

To  vilify  thy  trade ! 

To  fpcak  the  truth,  indeed,  Tm  loath— 
l^ife's  deem'd  a  mawkifh  dilh  of  broth,' 
A^ithout  thy  aid,  oW  Sweeper: 

So 
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So  mawkilh,  few  will  put  it  down. 
E'en  from  the  cottage  to  the  crown. 
Without  thy  fait  and  pcppen 

O  Satan,  whatfoever  geer 

Thy  Proteus  form  fhall  choofe  to  wear. 

Black,  red,  or  blue,  or  yellow  j 
Whatever  hypocrites  may  fay. 
They  think  thee  (truft  my  honeft  lay) 

A  moft  bewitching  fellow, 

Tis  ordered  (to  deaf  ears,  alas !) 

To  praife  the  bridge  o'er  which  we  pafsj 

Yet  often  I  difcover 
A  numerous  band  who  daily  make 
An  eafy  bridge  of  thy  poor  back. 

And  damn  it  when  they're  over* 

Why  art  thou  then,  with  cap  in  hand, 
Obfequious  to  a  gracelefs  band, 

Whofe  fouls  are  fcarce  worth  taking  ? 
O  Prince,  purfue  but  my  advice, 
ril  teach  your  Highnefs  in  a  trice 

To  fet  them  all  a  quaking. 


Plays, 
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Plajrs,  op'ras,  mafquerades,  deftroy; 
Lock  up  eaoh  charming  fille  de  joie ; 

Give  race-horfes  the  glander —  t 

The  dice-box  break,  and  burn  each  card- 
Let  virtue  be  its  own  reward. 

And  gag  the  mouth  of  flander : 

In  one  week's  time,  FU  lay  my  life. 
There's  not  a  man,  nor  maid,  nor  wife, 

That  will  not  glad  agree, 
If  thou  wilt  charm  'em  as  before. 
To  (how  their  nofe  at  church  no  more. 

But  quit  their  God  for  thee. 

*Tis  now  fiill  time  my  Ode  fhould  end ; 
And  now  I  tell  thee  like  a  friend, 

Howe'er  the  world  may  fcout  thee. 
Thy  ways  are  all  fo  wond'rous  winning. 
And  folks  fo  very  fond  of  fmningj 

They  cannot  do  without  thee. 


THE 
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THE    TENDER    HUSBAND, 


Lo, 


to  the  cruel  hand  of  Fate, 
My  poor  dear  Grizzle,  meek-lburd  matCi 

Refigns  her  tuneful  breath — 
Though  dropp'd  her  jaw,  her  lip  though  palCj 
And  blue  each  harmlefs  finger  nailj 

She's  beautiful  in  death. 

As  o*er  her  lovely  limbs  I  weep^ 
I  fcarce  can  thick  her  but  afleep— 

How  wonderfully  tame ! 
And  yet  her  voice  is  really  gone. 
And  dim  thofe  eyes  that  lately  fhonc 

With  all  the  lightning's  flame. 

Death  was,  indeed,  a  daring  wight. 
To  take  it  in  his  head  to  fmite — 

To  lift  his  dart  to  hit  her ; 
For  as  fhe  was  fo  great  a  woman. 
And  car'd  a  fingle  fig  for  no  man, 

I  thought  he  fcar'd  to  meet  her. 

Still  is  that  voice,  of  late  fo  flrong. 

That  many  a  fweet  Capriccio  fung. 

And  beat  in  founds  the  fpheres  ? 

5  Nc 
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No  longer  muft  thofe  fingers  play 
*^  Britons,  ftrike  home,"  that  many  a  day 
Have  footh'd  my  ravifli'd  ears  ? 

Ah  me!  indeed  Tm  much  inclined 
To  think  I  now  might  fpeak  my  mind. 

Nor  hurt  her  dear  repofe  j 
Nor  think  I  now  with  rage  flie'd  roar^ 
Were  I  to  put  my  fingers  o'er. 

And  touch  her  precious  nofe. 

Here  let  me  philofophic  paufe — 
How  wonderfiil  are  Nature's  laws ! 

When  lady's  breath  retires. 
Its  fate  the  flaming  paflTions  fliare^ 
Supported  by  a  little  air. 
Like  culinary  fires ! 

Whene'er  I  hear  the  bagpipe's  note. 
Shall  Fancy  fix  on  Grizzle's  throat. 

And  loud  inftruftive  lungs : 
0  Death,  in  her,  though  only  one. 
Are  loft  a  thoufand  charms  unknown. 

At  leaft  a  thoufand  tongues. 

Scon 
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Soon  as  I  heard  her  laft  fweet  figh. 
And  faw  her  gently-clofing  eye. 

How  great  was  my  furprife ! 
Yet  have  I  not,  with  impious  breath. 
Accused  the  hard  decrees  of  death. 

Nor  blam'd  the  righteous  fkies* 

Why  do  I  groan  in  deep  delpair. 
Since  (he'll  be  foon  an  angel  fair  ? 

Ah !  why  my  bofom  finite  ? 
Could  grief  my  Grizzle's  life  reftore  !— 
But  let  me  give  fuch  ravings  o'er — 

Whatever  is,  is  right. 

Oh,  Doftor!  you  are  come  too  late; 
No  more  of  phyfic's  virtues  prate. 

That  could  not  fave  my  lamb : 
Not  one  more  bolus  (hall  be  giv'n— 
You  (hall  not  ope  her  mouth,  by  heav'n. 

And  Grizzle's  gullet  cram. 

Enough  of  boluses,  poor  heart. 
And  pills,  (he  took,  to  load  a  cart. 
Before  (he  clos'd  her  eyes  s 
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now  my  word  is  here  a  law, 
jnds !  with  a  boluS  in  her  jaw, 
;he  fhall  not  feek  the  ikies. 

3d  Sir,  good  Doftor,  go  away; 
hear  my  fighs  you  muft  not  flay, 
"or  this  my  poor  loft  treafure : 
lank  you  for  your  pains  arid  (kill ; 
len  next  you  come,  pray  bring  your  bill ; 
['11  pay  it.  Sir,  with  pleafure, 

friends  who  come  to  mourn  her  doom, 
r  God's  fake  gently  tread  the  room. 
Nor  call  her  from  the  blcft: 
fofteft  filence  drop  the  tear, 
whifpers  breathe  the  fervent  pray'r, 
To  bid  her  fpirit  reft. 

prefs  the  fad,  the  wounding  fcream ; 
annot  bear  a  grief  extreme — 
Enough  one  little  figh — 
fides,  the  loud  alarm  of  griefi 
many  a  mind  may  ftart  belief, 
Dur  noife  is  all  a  lie, 

od  nurfes,  fhroud  my  lamb  with  care^ 

rr  limbs,  with  gentleft  fingers,  fpare; 

Her  mouth,  ah !  flowly  clofci 

^L.IL  T  Her 
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Her  mouth,  a  magic  tongue  that  held; 
Whofe  fofteft  tone,  at  times,  compelled. 
To  peace,  my  loudeft  woes. 

And,  carpenter,  for  my  fad  fake. 
Of  ftouteft  oak  her  coffin  make— 

rd  not  be  ftingy,  fure : 
Procurd  of  fteel  the  ftrongeft  fcrews ; 
For  who  would  paltry  pence  refufe. 

To  lodge  his  wife  fecure  ? 

Ye  people  who  the  corpfe  convey. 
With  caution  tread  the  doleful  way. 

Nor  fhake  her  precious  head  -, 
Since  Fame  reports,  a  coffin  toft 
Widi  carelefs  fwing  againft  a  port. 

Did  once  difturb  the  dead. 

Farewell,  my  love,  for  ever  loft ! 
Ne*er  troubled  be  dry  gentle  ghoft. 

That  I  again  will  woo — 
By  all  our  paft  delights,  my  dear. 
No  more  the  marriage  chain  Til  wear, 

P — X  take  me  if,  I  do ! 


SUBJECTS    FOR    PAINTERS^  I75 

THE     SOLDIER 

AND    THE 

VIRGIN       MARY. 

A       TALE. 

A  SOLDIER  at  Loretto^s  wond'rous  chape?. 

To  parry  from  his  foul  the  wrath  divine. 
That  foUow'd  mother  Eve's  unlucky  apple. 

Did  vifit  oft  the  Virgin  Mary*s  fhrine ; 
Who  ev*ry  day  is  gorgeoufly  deck'd  out. 

In  filks  or  velvets,  jewels,  great  and  fmall, 
Juft  like  a  fine  young  lady  for  a  rout, 

A  concert,  opera,  wedding,  or  a  ball. 

At  firft  the  Soldier  at  a  diftance  kept. 
Begging  her  vote  and  intereft  in  heaven  t 

With  feeming  bitternefs  the  fmner  wept, 
Wrung  his  two  hands,  and  hop'd  to  be  forgiv'ns 

Dinn'd  her  two  ears  with  Ave-Mary  flummery  -, 
Declar'd  what  miracles  the  dame  could  do, 
Ev*n  with  her  garter,  ftocking,  or  her  (hoe. 

And  fuch  like  wonder-working  mummery. 

T  2  What 
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That  Mary  could  not  give  it,  was  to  fay. 
The  wonder-working  Lady  wanted  pow'r 

This  was  a  ftumbling  block  that  ftopp'd  the  way— 
This  made  Pope,  Cardinals,  and  Friars,  low'r. 

To  fave  the  Virgin's  credit,  lo ! 

And  keep  fecure  the  di'monds  that  were  left  j 
They  Cud,  fhe  might,  indeed,  the  gem  beftow. 

And  confequently  it  might  be  no  theft : 

But  then  they  pafs'd  immediately  an  Aft, 

That  ev'ry  one  difcover'd  in  the  facl 

Of  taking  prefents  from  the  Virgin's  hand. 

Or  from  the  Saints  of  any  land. 

Should  know  no  mercy,  but  be  led  to  Daughter, 

Flay'd  here,  and  fry'd  eternally  hereafter. 

Ladies,  I  deem  the  moral  much  too  clear 

To  need  poetical  affiftance ; 
Which  bids  you  not  let  men  approach  too  near, 

But  keep  the  faucy  fellows  at  a  diftancc; 
Since  men  you  find,  fo  bold,  are  apt  to  feizc 
Jewels  from  ladies,  ev'n  upon  their  knees  ! 


SUBJECTS   FOR   PAINTERS.  279 

AN    ODE    TO    EIGHT     CATS, 

BBLONGING    TO 

ISRAEL    MENDEZ,    A   JEW. 


ScESiEjihe  Street  in  a  Country  Town. 
n&r  Ti  ME,  Midnight ^The  Poet  at  bis  Chamber  Window,  in  bis  S^irt. 

biNGERS  of  Ifrael,  O  ye  fingers  fwcet. 
Who,  with  your  gentle  mouths  from  ear  to  ear. 

Pour  forth  rich  fymphonies  from  ftreet  to  ftrcet. 
And  to  the  fleeplefs  wretch  the  night  endear ! 

Lo!  in  my  fhirt,  on  you  thefe  eyes  I  fix, 
Admiring  much  the  quaintnefs  of  your  tricks : 

Your  frilkings,  crawlings,  fqualls,  I  much  approve ; 
Vour  fpittings,  pawings,  high-rais'd  rumps, 
SweD'd  tails,  and  merry-andrew  jumps, 

With  the  wild  minftrelfy  of  rapt'rous  love. 

How  fwcetly  roll  your  goofeb'rry  eyes. 
As  loud  you  tune  your  am'rous  cries, 

T  4  And 
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And,  loving,  fcratch  each  other  black  and  blue ! 
No  boys  in  wantonnefs  now  bang  your  backs  i 
No  curs,  npr  fiercer  maftifR,  tear  your  flax; 

But  all  the  moon-light  world  feenns  n^adc  for  you. 

Singers  of  Ifrael,  ye  no  parfons  want 
To  tie  the  matrimonial  cord ; 

Ye  call  the  matrimonial  fervice,  cant- 
Like  our  iirft  parents,  take  each  other's  word ; 

On  no  one  ceremony  pleas'd  to  fix — 

To  jump  not  even  o'er  two  (ticks. 

You  want  no  furniture,  alas ! 

Spit,  fpoon,  di(h,  frying-pan,  nor  ladle;    ' 
No  iron,  pewter,  copper,  tin,  nor  brafei 
No  nurfes,  wet  or  dry,  nor  cradle, 
(Which  cuftom,  for  our  Cbrijiian  babes,  enjoins) 
To  rock  the  ftaring  offspring  of  your  Icnns. 

Nor  of  the  lawyers  have  you  need. 

Ye  males,  before  you  feek  your  bed. 
To  fctdc  pin-money  on  Madam : 

No  fears  of  cuckoldom,  heav'n  blefs  ye. 

Are  ever  harbour'd  to  diftrefs  ye. 
Tormenting  people  lincc  the  days  of  Adam* 
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3  fchools  ye  want  for  fine  behaving ; 

D  powderingi  painting,  waftiing,  Ihaiving; 

lightcaps  fnug — no  trouble  in  undrefling 

fore  ye  feek  yo«r  ftrawy  neft, 

eas'd  in  each  other's  arjiis  to  refty 

"eaft  on  lufcious  Lave>  heav^ft-s  greatcft  blcffing^ 

ood  gods !  ye  fweet  loye-chantihg  ranms ! 
!ow  nimble  are  ye  with  your  hams 
"nount  a  houfc,  to  fcalc  a  chdmney-top; 
nd,  peeping  down  that  chimney's  hole, 
our,  in  a  tuneful  cry,  th'  impaffion'd  foul, 
ting  Mifs  Grimalkin  to  come  up: 

o,  fweet  obliging  female,  far  from  coy, 
wers  your  invitation  note  with  joy  j 
ind,  fcoming  'midft  the  afhes  more  to  mc^, 
!  borne  on  Love's  all-daring  wing, 
mounteth  with  a  pickk^herring  fpring^ 
Vithout  th'  affiftance  of  a  rope^ 

ir  moufing  tribe,  my  limbs  arc  waxuig  cdd— 

lingers  of  Ifrael  fweet,  adieu,  adieu  ! 

0  fuppofe  you  need  not  now  be  told 

How  much  I  wifli  that  I  was  one  of  you. 

SONG 
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SONG     TO     DEHA. 

Forlorn  I  feek  the  filcnt  fccnc. 

To  keep  the  image  of  my  fair; 
Pale  o'er  the  fountain's  brink  I  lean. 

And  view  the  fpeftre  of  defpair. 

Why  fhould  my  heart  forget  its  woe  ? 

The  virgin  would  have  mourn'd  for  w^.— 
O  nymph,  th*  eternal  tear  fhall  flow; 

The  fiffh  unceafing  breathe  of  thee. 


•o'^ 


Forgetful  of  the  parted  maid. 
Too  many  an  unfeeling  fwain 

Forfakes  of  folitude  the  (hade. 
For  Pleasure's  gay  and  wanton  train. 

Yet,  yet  of  conftancy  they  boaft ! 

Their  eafy  hearts  their  tongues  belie — 
Who  loves,  reveres  the  fair-one's  ghoft. 

And  feeks  a  pleafure  in  a  figh. 


SIR 
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SIR     JOSEPH      BANKS 

AND 

THE     T  H  I  E  F-T  A  K  E  R  S. 

Sir  JOSEPH,  favVite  of  great  Queens  and  Kings, 
Whofe  wifdom,  weed  and  infeft  hunter  fings ; 

And  ladies  fair  applaud,  with  fmiic  fo  dimpling ; 
Went  forth  one  day,  amidft  the  laughing  fields, 
"Where  Nature  fuch  exhauftlefs  treafure  yields^ 
A  fimpling ! 

It  happened  on  the  felf-fame  morn  fo  bright. 
The  nimble  pupils  of  Sir  Sampsoi^  Wright, 
A  fimpling  too,  for  plants  call'd  Thieves,  proceeded; 
Of  which  the  nation's  field  fliouM*  oft  be  weeded. 

Now  did  a  thief-taker,  fo  fly. 
Peep  o'er  a  hedge  with  cunning  eye. 

And  quick  efpy'd  the  Knight  with  folemn  air. 
Deep  in  a  ditch  where  watercreffes  grow ; 
On  which  he  to  his  comrades  cry'd,  '^  See,  ho  1" 

Then  jump'd  (unfportfman-like)  upon  his  hare. 

4.  Hare- 
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Hare-like  Sir  Joseph  did  not  fqueak,  but  bawl'd, 
With  dread  prodigioufly  ^pall'd. 

The  thicf-takers  no  ceremony  us'd ; 
But  taking  poor  Sir  Joseph  by  the  neck. 
They  bade  him  fpeak ; 

But  firft  with  names  their  captive  Knight  abus'd. 

f '  Sir,  what  d'ye  take  mc  for  ?"  the  Knight  excladmU— 
"  A  thief/*  reply'd  die  runners,  with  a  curfc: 

*'  And  now,  Sif,  let  us  fearch  you^  and  b«  daOTt'd**^ 
And  then  they  fearch'd  his  pockets,  foba^  and  purfcj 

But,  'ftead  of  piftol  dire,  and  death-like  crape, 
A  pocket  handkerchief  they  caft  their  eye  oB:^ 
Containing  frogs  and  toads  of  various  (hapc. 
Dock,  daify,  ncttletop,  and  dandelion. 
To  entertain,  ^ith  great  propriety. 
The  members  of  his  fage  fociety : 
Yet  would  not  alter  they  their  ftrong  belief^ 
That  this  their  knighted  prisoner  was  no  thief! 

"  Sirs,  Fm  no  highwayman,"  exclaim'd  the  Knight.^ 
^  No— there,"  rejoined  the  runners,  ''you  areright-^ 

•*  A  foot- 


'*  A  footpad  only — Yes,  wc  know  your  trade— 
^'  Yes,  y^Du're  a  pr-etty  babe  of  grace: 
€c  y/^  y^^j^^  j^Q  proofejf  old  codger,  but  your  face; 

**  So  come  along  with  us,  old  blade.'* 

*Twas  iifelcfs  to  refift,  or  to  complain : 
In  vain.  Sir  Joseph  pleaded — '-twas  in  vain 

That  he  was  highly  tkled,  that  he  fwore— 
The  inftant  that  poor^ANKs  his  titles  counted. 
Which  to  an  F.  R.  S.  and  Knight  amounted, 

His  guardians  laugh'd,  and  clapp'd,  and  cry-d  ^^eH-^ 

Sir  JosfiPH  told  them,  that  a  neighboring  'Squirt 

Should  anfwer  for  it  that  he  was  no  thief: 
On  which  they  plumply  damn'd  him  for  a  liar. 
And  faid  fuch  ftories  fhould  not  fave  his  beef  j 
And  if  they  underftood  their  trade. 
His  minimus  would  foon  be  made ; 
And  forty  pounds  be  theirs,  a  pretty  fum. 
For  fending  fuch  a  rogue  to  kingdom  come. 

Now  to  the  'Squire  mov'd  prisoner  Knight  and  Co, 
The  runners  taking  him  in  tow, 

5  Like 
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Like  privateers  of  Britain's  warlike  nation, 
Towing  a  French  Eaft-Indiaman,  their  prizc> 
So  black,  and  of  enormous  fize. 

Safe  into  port  for  condemnation. 

Whether  they  ty'd  his  hands  behind  his  back. 
For  fear  the  Knight  might  run  away. 

And  made,  indelicate,  his  breeches  flack. 
We've  really  no  authority  to  fay* 

And  now  the  country  people  gathered  round. 
And  ftar'd  upon  the  Knight  in  thought  profound. 

Not  on  the  fyftem  of  Linnaeus  thinking — 
Fancying  they  faw  a  rogue  in  ev'ry  feature  s 
Such  is  the  populace's  horrid  nature 

Tow'rds  people  dirough  misfortune  fmking. 

At  length,  amidfl:  much  mob  and  mire. 

Indeed  amidfl:  innumerable  ranks, 
Fatigu'd,  they  reach'd  the  manfion  of  the  'Squire, 

To  prove  th'  identity  of  Joseph  Banks. 

-  Now  to  the  'Squire,  familiar  bow'd  the  Knight, 
Who  knew  Sir  Joseph  at  firft:  fight — 

Wha 
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Whafs  ftrongly  mark'd,  is  quickly  known  agen — 
id,  widi  a  frown  diat  awe  and  dread  commanded, 
ic  diief-takers  feverely  reprimanded 
For  grofsly  thus  miftaking  gentlemen : 

len  bade  them  afk  a  pardon  on  their  knees. 
Of  him  that  was  a  Knight  and  F.  R.  S. 
'ho,  rather  than  the  higher  pow'rs  difpleaft;. 
Imagined  that  they  could  not  well  do  le/s. 

hen  on  their  knuckles  rais'd  they  hands  and  eyes. 
And  crav'd  Sir  Joseph's  pardon  for  belief, 
hat,  when  they  jump'd  upon  him  by  furprife. 
They  took  fo  great  a  gemman  for  a  thief; 
[oping  to  mind  th*  advice  of  godly  books, 
iz.  not  to  judge  of  people  by  their  locks. 


SOLOMON 
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SOLOMON 


AND 


THE     MOUSE-TRAP. 

JnL  MAN  in  rather  an  exalted  ftation, 
Whofe  eyes  arc  always  eyes  of  admiration^ 
Without  diftinftion,  fond  of  all  things  novel, 
£v'n  froffi.the  lofty  fccptrc  to  the  fhovjd-^— 
Juft  like  ftfty'd  bullocks  j&unt*ring  through  the' Jaw 
Made  frequent  curiofity-^ampaigns ; 
Sometimes  caught  gmfehpppers — now,  more  profpuc 
Would  fometimes  find  a  pin  upon  the  ground; 
Where  if  the  head  towards  him  happ'd  to  pQintj 

His  mind  was  wonderfully  ftruck— 
Indeed  he  felt  a  joy  in  ev'ry  joint, 

Becaufe  it  always  brings  good  luck. 

This  gentleman,  bight  Solomon,  one  day. 

In  queft  of  novelty  purfu'd  his  way ; 

Like  great  Columbus,  that  fam*d  navigatbr, 

Wlio  found  the  world  we've  loft,  acrofs  the  water. 

But  rather  on  a  fomewhat  narrower  fcale, 

Lo  I  on  dry  land  the  Gentleman  fet  fail : 

V 
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That  day  it  chanc'd  to  be  his  will. 

To  make  difcoveries  at  Salt-hill ; 
Where  bounce  he  hopp'd  into  a  widow*s  houfe, 
hofe  hands  were  both  employed  fo  clever, 
ling  their  very  beft  endeavour 
To  catch  that  vile  free-booter,  Monfieur  Moufe ; 
hofe  death  (he  oft  did  moft  devoutly  pray  for, 
::aufe  he  eat  the  meat  he  could  not  pay  for : 

fembiing  Chriftians  in  that  faving  trick, 
Who,  wantmg  to  obtain  good  cheer, 
rented  an  ingenious  fcheme  call'd  tick, 
That  purchafes,  like  money,  beef  and  beer: 
ffefs'd  of  ticky  for  cafti  men  need  not  range, 
>r  toil  in  taking  or  in  giving  change* 

ger  did  Solomon  fo  curioiis  dap 

s  rare  round  optics  on  the  widow's  trap 

That  did  the  duty  of  a  cat; 
id  always  fond  of  ufefiil  information, 
lus  wifely  fpokc  he  with  vociferation, 
"  What's  that! — What,  what?  has,  ha?  that's 
diat?" 

Vol.  II.  U  T9 
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To  whom  reply'd  the  miftrcfs  of  the  houfc, 

«'  A  trap,  an't  pleafc  you.  Sir,  to  catch  a  moufc." 

**  Moufc! — catchamoufe!"  faid Solomon  with  glce- 
"  Let's  fee — let's  fee — 'tis  comical — let's  fee — 
*'  Moufe ! — moufe !" — then  pleas'd  his  eyes  bq?m  to 

roll— 
*^  Where,  where  doth  he  go  in  ?"  he  marvelling  cry'd— 
*^  There,"  pointing  to  the  hole,  the  dame  reply'd. 
"  What!  here?  *' cry'd  Solomon  ;  "this  hole?  this 

hole?" 

Then  in  he  pufli'd  his  finger  'midft  the  wire. 
That  with  fuch  pains  that  finger  did  infpire. 

He  wifh'd  it  out  again  with  all  his  foul : 
However,  by  a  little  fquall  and  fhaking, 
He  freed  his  finger  from  its  piteous  taking— > 

That  is  to  fay,  he  got  it  from  the  hole, 

"  What  makes  the  moufc,  pray,  go  into  the  trap? 
"  Something,"  he  cry'd,  "  that  mull  their  palates 
pleafe."— 
^*  Yes,"  anfwer'd  the  fair  woman,  '*  Sir,  a  fcrap 
*'  Of  rufty  bacon,  or  of  toaftcd  chccfc." 

^<0h 
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Oh!  ohr  faid  Solomon,  *'oh!  oh!  oh!  oh! 
Yes,  yes,  I  fee  the  meaning  of  it  now : 
The  moufe  goes  in,  a  rogue,-  to  fteal  the  meat. 
Thinking  to  give  his  gumis  a  pretty  treat/' 
'hen  laugh'd  he  loudly,  ftretch'd  his  mouth  a  mile, 
\^hich  made  the  mufcles  of  tht  widow  fmilc. 

hit's  fee,  let's  fee,'*  cry'd  Solomon — "  let's  fed- 
Let  me,  let  me,  let  me,  let  me,  let  me,  let  me.'* 

'hen  took  he  up  fome  bacon,  and  did  clap 

i  litde  flice  fo  clever  in  the  trapr : 

i'hus  did  he,  by  his  own  fole,  fage  advice, 

nduce  himfelf  to  bait  a  trap  for  mice! 

low  home  he  hied  fo  nirtibly,  whelrii'd  with  glory,' 
ind  told  his  family  the  wond'rous  ftory 

About  the  widow's  checfe  and  bacon  fcrap ! 
fought  fufFer'd  he  to  occupy  his  head, 
ive  moufe-idcas,  till  he  went  to  bed. 

Where  bleft  he  dreamt  all  night  about  the  tfap. 

icrc  let  me  paufe,    and  Heaven's  great  goodnefc 

chaunt— i 
low  kind  it  is  in  gracious  Heav'n  to  grant 

U  1  To 
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To  full-grown  gentlefolks  of  lofty  (tadon, 
A  pow'r  of  relifhing  moft  trifling  things, 
Pleafures  ordain'd  for  brats  in  leading  ftrings. 

By  way  of  happy  hamilefs  relaxation ! 

Next  day  the  Man  of  Wifdom  came. 

All  glorious,  to  the  houfe  of  this  fair  dame. 

To  know  if  Matter  Moufe  had  fmelt  to  bacon ; 
When,  lo !  to  fill  with  joy  his  eager  eyes. 
And  load  thofe  ftaring  optics  with  furprife, 

A  real  moufe  was  abfolutely  taken ! 

Not  more  did  Rodney's  joy  this  man*s  furpafs. 
When  in  his  cabin  firft  he  faw  De  Grassb  ! 
Not  more  the  hair-brain'd  Macedonian  boy, 
Leap*d,  like  a  Bedlamite,  for  joy. 

Than  Solomon  to  fee  the  moufe  in  jail  J 
Not  Alexander,  foe  of  great  Darius, 
( Men  that  with  rich  comparifon  lupply  us) 

When  blcft:  he  caught  the  Pcrfian  by  the  tail. 

Around  the  room  the  captive  moufe  he  bore, 
Infulting  the  poor  prisoner  o'er  and  o'er ; 
Laughing,  and  peeping  through  the  wire. 
As  if  his  eyes  and  moutli  would  never  tire ! 

5 
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How  vaftly  like  to  Tambrlane  the  Great, 
Poffefs'd  of  moft  unlucky  Bajazet, 

Who  kept  the  vanquifh'd  hero  in  a  cage  j 
Mock'd  him  before  his  mighty  hoflr, 
With  cruel  names  and  threats,  and  grin  and  boaft, 

And  daily  thus  indulged  imperial  rage ! 

fow  o>r  the  widow's  cat,  poor  watching  pufs. 
The  great  man  triumphed  too,  and  afk'd  the  cati 
^hen  he  would  aft  heroically  thus — 
And  if  he  dar'd  to  venture  on  a  rat  ? 


'0  whom  the  cat,  as  if  in  anfwer,  mew'd. 
Which  made  the  Man  of  Wifdom  cry,  "Oh !  oh !'' 
\  if,  with  knowledge  of  cat-fpeech  endued. 
He  thoughl  that  pufs  had  anfwer*d  "  No." 
II  which  he  laugh'd,  and  much  enjoyed  the  joke- 
told  the  widow  what  Grimalkin  fpoke. 

days  the  Man  of  Wifdom  went 

mphant  to  Salt-hill,  with  big  intent 

b  catch  the  bacon-ftealing  moufe : 
i  mice  fucceffively  prodaim'd  his  art, 
rdi  which,  fafe  pocketed,  he  did  depart, 
And  fhow'd  to  all  his  much-aftonifli'd  houfe. 

U  3  But 
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But  plcafures  will  not  laft  for  aye ; 
Witncfs  the  fequel  of  my  lay : 
The  widoiv*s  vanity,  her  fcx's  flaw. 

Much  like  the  vanity  of  other  people— 
A  vapour,  lik^e  the  blafl  that  lifts  a  ftraw. 

As  high,  pr  higher,  than  Saint  Martin's  flecplcnr 

This  vanity  then  kidnapp'dher  difcretion, 
D|efign*d  by  God  Almighty  for  her  guard ; 

And  of  its  purpofe  got  the  full  completion. 
And  all  the  widow's  future  glories  iparr'd; 

For,  lo !  by  this  fame  vanity  impelled. 

And  to  a  middle-fiz'd  balloon. 
With  gas  of  confcquence  fublimcly  fwell'd. 

She  burfted  with  th'  important  fccret  foon. 

Loud  laugh -d  the  tickled  people  of  Salt-hill  j 
Loud  laugh'd  the  merry  Windfor  folks  around; 

This  was  to  Solomon  an  ugly  pill  I 
Her  fatal  error  foon  the  widow  found ; 

For  Solomon  relinquifh'd  moufe-campsugn^ 

Nor  deign'd  to  bait  the  widow's  trap  again  I 


PETITIO 
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PETITION    TO    TIME, 

IN    FAVOUR    OF 

THE   DUCHESS    OF   DEVONSHIRE. 

1  00  long,  O  Time,  in  Bienjeancis  fchool. 

Have  I  been  bred,  to  call  thee  an  old  fool ; 

Yet  take  I  liberty  to  let  thee  know^ 

That  I  have  always  tbougbi  thee  fo : 

Full  old  art  thou,  indeed,  to  have  more  fenfe ; 

Then,  with  an  idle  cuftom.  Time,  difpenfe. 

Thou  really  afteft  now  like  little  miflcs. 

Who,  when  a  pretty  doll  they  make. 

Their  curious  fingers  itch  to  take 
The  pretty  image  all  to  pieces : 
Thus,  after  thou  haft  form'd  a  charming  Fair, 

Thou  canft  not  quit  the  Syren  for  thy  foul. 
Till,  meddling,  thou  haft  fpoil'd  her  bloom  and  air. 

And  dimm*d  her  eye,  with  radiance  taught  to  roll* 

But  now  forbear  fuch  doings,  I  fiefire; 
Hurt  not  the  form  that  all  admire : 

U  4  Oh! 
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The  mother  was  diftra£ked>  raving,  wild ; 
Shrick'd,  tore  her  hair,  embraced  and  kifs'd  her  child; 

Afflided  cv'ry  heart  with  grief  around. 
Soon  as  the  fhowV  of  tears  wp  ibmewhat  paft. 
And  moderately  calm  th'  hyfteric  blaft. 

She  caft  about  her  eyes  in  thought  profound; 
And  being  with  a  faving  knowledge  blefs'd. 
She  thus  the  playhoufe-manager  addrefs'd : 

**  Sher,  Tm  de  moder  of  de  poor  Chew  lad, 
*'  Dat  meet  miihfartin  here  fo  bad — 
'*  Sher,  I  mufs  haf  de  fliilling  back,  you  know, 
"  Afs  Moses  haf  nat  fee  de  (how*'* 


BUT  as  for  Avarice,  *tis  the  very  devil  5 
The  fount,  alas !  of  ev'ry  evil ; 

The  cancer  of  the  heart— the  worft  of  ills : 
Wherever  fown,  luxuriantly  it  thrives ; 
No  flow'r  of  virtue  near  it  thrives — 

Like  Aconite,  wherever  it  fpreads,  it  kills* 


In 
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[n  cv'ry  foil  behold  the  poifon  fpring ! 
Can  taint  the  beggar,  and  infeft  thie  king. 

The  mighty  Marlb'rough  pilfer'd  cloth  and  bread i 
So  fays  that  gende  fatirift  'Squire  Pope  ; 

And  Peterborough's  Earl,  upon  this  head^ 
ASbrds  us  litde  room  to  hope^ 

That  what  the  Twick'nam  Bard  avow'dj^ 

Might  not  be  readily  allow'd. 


THE  EARL  OF  PETERBOROUGH 

AKD 

THE     MOB. 

A  HROUGH  London  ftreets  upon  a  day. 
The  Earl  of  Peterborough  took  his  way. 

All  in  his  pompous  coach — perhaps  to  dine : 
The  mob  of  London  took  it  in  their  head. 
This  was  the  Duke  of  Marlborough,  fo  dread 

To  Frenchmen  on  the  Danube  and  the  Rhine. 


Unable 
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Unable  fuch  high  merit  to  reward. 

The  mob  refolv'd  to  fhow  a  great  tegard ; 

And  fo,  uniting,  join'd  their  forces 

To  draw  his  carriage,  and  difmifs  the  horfes. 

The  Earl  from  out  the  window  pok*d  his  face. 
And  told  the  mob  that  he  was  not  his  Grace; 

Then  bid  them  be  convinc'd,  and  look; 
Hard  of  belief,  as  ev'n  tiie  hardeft  Jew, 
They  plumply  told  him  that  they  better  knew ; 

Then  fwore  by  G —  he  was  the  Duke.; 
Then  threw  their  hats  in  air  with  loud  huzzas. 
And,  fhouting,  form'd  a  thunder  of  applaufe. 

Loud  bawl'd  the  Earl  that  they  were  all  deceived ; 
Loud  bawl'd  the  mob  he  ftiould  not  be  believ'd : 

"  Zounds !"  cry'd  the  Earl,  *'  be  converts,  then, 
this  minute;" 
So  throwing,  fixpence  to  them,  "  There,  there,  there, 
"  Take  that,"  cry'd  Peterborough,  with  a  fiicer— 

"  Now  if  you  think  I'm  be,  the  devil's  in  it.*' 


ODE 
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ODE  TO  A  DISTRESSED  BEAUTY, 

jWEET  girl,  forbear  to  droop  thy  head  with  fliamc— 
What  though  the  parfon  did  not  tic  the  knot  ? 

What  though  the  boy  Jhould  come  ? — he'll  bring  dice 
fame — 
The  world's  an  afs,  and  cuIVom  is  a  fot— 

Hold  up  thy  head,  and  meet  mankind  with  prid^ 

And  throw  thy  blulhes  and  thy  fears  afide. 

Eve  had  no  parfon — for  no  prieft  was  Adam, 
And  yet  not  out  of  countenance  was  Madam : 
Her  modefly  recciv'd  no  grievous  fhocks. 
When  Mafter  Cain  was  put  upon  die  flocks > 
Nor  when,  t'  increafe  the  number  at  her  table. 
She  fet  about  the  frame  of  Mafter  Abel. 

Once  more,  then,  do  not  be  afraid : 
Without  thy  boy,  a  wonder  may  be  miffing; 

A  likenefs  of  my  charming  maid. 
The  boy  may  do  a  credit  to  thy  kiffing. 

Thou 
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Thou  putt*ft  me  of  the  Morning  much  in  mind. 

Who  feems  afraid  to  peep  upon  mankind  i 

So  flow  her  motions !  all  lb  very  flow ! 

And  then  her  cheeks  fo  deep  with  crimfon  glow : 

But  fafc  delivered  of  her  boy,  the  Sun, 
The  lufly  lad,  fo  proud  his  race  to  run. 

Mounts  high,  exulting  in  his  birth ; 
Dries  up  her  tears,  her  bluflies  puts  to  flight, 
Tow'rs  in  bold  triumph  o'er  the  cloud  of  mghf. 

And  pours  a  flood  of  radiance  o'er  the  earth* 

Then  let  me  kifs  away  thy  tears ; 

Oh !  ceafe  thy  fighs,  and  be  a  happy  mother } 
And  when  this  chopping  boy  appears, 

Suppofe  we  give  the  lad  a  litri^  brother? 


THI 
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THE     GENTLEMAN 

AND 

H  I  S     W  I  F  E- 

A  EOPLE  may  have  too  much  of  a  good  thing: 
Full  as  an  egg  of  wifdom,  thus  I  fing ! 


A  MAN  of  fome  fmall  fortune  had  a  wife. 
Sans  doutCj  to  be  the  comfort  of  his  life ; 

And  pretty  well  they  bore  the  yoke  together : 
Widi  little  jarring  liv'd  the  pair  one  year ; 
Sometimes  the  matrimonial  fky  was  clear ; 

At  times  'twas  dark,  and  dull,  and  hazy  weather. 

Now  came  the  time  when  miftrefs  in  the  ftraw 
Did,  for  the  world's  fupport,  her  fcreams  prepare  i 

And  Slop  appeared,  with  fair  obftetric  paw. 
To  introduce  his  pupil  to  our  air ; 

Whilft  in  a  neighboring  room  the  hulband  fat, 

Mufing  on  this  thing  now,  and  now  on  that  ^ 

4.  Now 
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Now  fighing  at  the  forrows  of  his  wife ; 
Praying  to  Heav*n  that  he  could  take  the  paidi 
But  recollefting  that  fuch  pray'rs  were  vain> 

He  made  no  more  an  offer  of  his  life. 

Alone,  as  thus  he  mus'd  in  folemn  ftudy. 
Ideas  fometimes  clear,  and  fometimes  muddy. 

In  Betty  rulh'd  with  comfortable  news : 
•*  Sir,  Sir,  I  wifh  ye  joy,  1  wi(h  ye  joy ; 
**  Madam  is  brought  to  bed  of  a  fine  boy, 

•'  As  fine  as  ever  flood  in  Ihoes." 

"  I'm  glad  on't,  Betty,*'  cry'd  the  matter: 
**  I  pray  there  may  be  no  difafter ; 

*'  All's  with  your  miftrefs,  welly  I  hope  ?'* 
Quoth  fhe,  *'  All's  well  as  heart  can  well  defirc 
**  With  Madam  and  the  fine  young  'Squire; 

*^  So  like  wife  fays  old  Doctor  Slop." 

Off  Betty  hurried  faft  as  fhe  could  fcour. 

Fall  and  as  hard  as  any  horfe 
That  trotfeth  fourteen  miles  an  hour — • 

A  pretty  tplerable  courfe. 


So( 
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Soon  happy  Betty  came  again^ 
Blovong  with  all  her  might  and  main; 

Juft  like  a  grampus,  or  a  whale ; 
In  founds,  too,  that  would  Calais  reach  from  Dover : 
"  Sir,  Sir,  more  happy  tidings  i  'tis  not  over — 

*^  And  Madam's  brifker  than  a  nightingale : 

'*  A  fine  young  lady  to  the  world  is  come, 
**  Squalling  away  jufi:  as  I  left  the  room: 
**  Sir,  this  is  better  than  a  good  eftate," 
'*  Humph,"  quoth  the  happy  man,  and  fcratch'd  his 
pate. 

^f  ow  gravely  looking  up — now  looking  down ; 
^ot  with  a  fmile,  but  fomewhat  like  a  frown — 
**  Good  God,"  fays  he,  "  why  was  not  I  a  cock, 
**  Who  never  feels- of  burd'ning  brats  the  fliock; 

"  Who,    Turk-like,    ftruts    amidft  his  madams, 
*   Whilft  to  the  ben  belongs  the  care  [picking, 

^   To  carry  them  to  eat,  or  take  the  air, 

"  Or  bed  beneath  her  wing  the  chicken  ?*' 

Tvaft  as  this  fweet  foliloquy  was  ended, 
tic  found  affairs  not  greatly  mended  j 

Vol.  II.  X  For 
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For  in  bounc*dBET,  her  rump  with  rapture  jigging: 
*'  Another  daughter.  Sir — z  chamning  child."— 
"  Another!"  cry*d  the  man,  with  wonder  wild; 

"  Zounds !  Betty,  aflc  your  Miftrefs  if  fhe's  fii- 


THE    PARSON-DEALER. 

W  HAT  pity  'tis,  in  tliis  our  goodly  land, 
Amongft  the  apoftolic  band. 

So  ill  divided  are  the  loaves  and  fiflics ! 
Archbiftiops,  Biftiops,  Deans,  and  Deacons, 
With  ruddy  faces  blazing  juft  like  beacons. 

Shall  daily  cram  upon  a  dozen  difhes ; 
Whilft  half  th'  inferior  Caflbcks  diink  it  well. 
Of  beef  and  pudding  ev'n  to  get  the  fmelL 

A  plodding  Heftier  willing  to  be  matter. 
And  rife  in  this  good  world  a  little  fafter. 

Left  broom  and  manger  at  the  Old  Blue  Boar; 
Meaning  by  fars'ning  to  fupport  a  table, 
Lo,  of  Divines  he  kept  a  liv'ry  ftable ; 

A  pretty  ftud,  indeed— about  a  fcorc. 


SUBJECTS   FOR    t>AINtERS»  307 

>f  diflPrent  colours  were  hb  Gofpcl  hacks; 

ome  few  were  whites,  indeed — but  many  blacks  t 

That  is,  fome  tolerable — many  fadj 
bd  verily,  to  give  the  Devil  his  due, 
The  man  did  decency  purfue. 

Which  Ihows  he  was  not  quite  fo  bad« 

or,  lo !  to  dying  perfons  of  nobility^ 
le  fent  his  parfons  of  gentility^ 

To  give  the  neceflary  pray'r : 
'o  parting  people  of  a  mean  condition, 
Wanting  a  foul  phyfician. 

He  fuited  them  with  blackguards  to  a  hair. 

o  fuch  as  were  of  mild  diforders  dying. 
Viz.  of  the  doftor,  gouts,  or  iiones,  or  gravels, 

tc  fent  good  pricftfr— of  manners  edifying— 
To  comfort  finners  on  their  travels : 

ut  to  low  people  in  infeftious  fever. 
Or  any  other  dangerous  one  in  vogii^, 
Jch  was  his  honefty,  the  man  for  ever 
Moft  fcrupuloudy  fent  a  rogue* 

:  happened,  on  a  day  when  Fate  was  raging, 
■rimp-likc,  for  other  regions,  troops  engaging, 

X  2  When 
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When  clergymen  were  bufy  all  as  bees, 
A  poor  old  dying  woman  fcnt 
To  this  fame  parfon-monger,  compliment. 

Begging  a  clergyman  her  foul  to  cafe. 

Unluckily  but  one  was  in  the  ftaU, 
And  be  the  very  beft  of  all* — 

What  fliould  be  done  ? 
Necejfttas  non  babet  legs — 
So  to  the  prieft  he  goes,  and  begs 
That  he  would  vifit  the  old  crone. 

"  Sir,  quoth  the  parfon,  **  I  agreed 
*'  To  go  to  gentlefolks  in  time  of  need, 

"  But  not  to  ev'ry  poor  old  loufy  foul."— 
«*  True,"  cryM  the  patron  j  *'  to  be  fure  'tis  true: 
"  But  parfon,  do  oblige  me — prithee  do — 

**  Let's  put  her  decently  into  the  hole : 

*^  All  my  black  tribe,  you  know,  arc  now  abroad^ 
"  I'd  do  it,  if  I  could,  myfelf,  by  G-d  j 

"  Then  what  a  dickens  can  I  do  or  iay  ?'* 
*^  Go,  mumble,  man,  about  a  pray'r  and  half; 
"  Tell  die  old  b-ch  her  foul  is  fafc ; 

"  Then  take  your  fee,  and  come  away ! ! !" 

bien 
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BIENSEANCE. 

L  HERE  IS  a  Htde  moral  thing  in  France, 
all'd  by  the  natives  Bienfeance: 
luch  are  the  Englifh  mob  inclined  to  fcout  it, 
ut  rarely  is  Monjieur  Canaille  without  it'. 

0  Bienfeance  'tis  tedious  to  incline. 

In  many  cafes ; 
To  flatter,  far  exemple^  keep  fmooth  faces 
Vhcn  kicked,  or  fuflPring  grievous  want  of  coin. 

0  vulgars,  Bienfeance  may  feem  an  oddity, 
deem  it  a  moft  portable  cofnmoditjr ; 
A  fort  of  magic  wand ; 
^hich,  if  'tis  us'd  with  ingenuity, 
Ithough  an  utenfil  of  much  tenuity^ 
In  place  of  fomething  folidj  it  will  ftand. 

ox  verily  I've  marvell'd  times  enow 
To  lee  an  Englifhman,  the  ninny, 
ive  people  for  their  fervices  a  guinea. 
Which  Frenchmen  have  rewarded  with  a  bow. 

X  3  Bows 
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Bows  are  a  bit  of  Bien/eanfc 
Much  pra£bis'd  too  in  that  fame  France ; 
Yet  call'd  by  Quakers^  children  of  inanity; 
But  as  they  pay  their  court  to  people's  vanity. 
Like  rolling-pins  they  fmooth  where'er  they  go 
The  fouls  and  faces  of  mankind,  like  dough ! 
With  fome,  indeed,  may  Bienfeance  prevsul 
To  folly — ^fec  the  under-written  tale. 


THE    PETIT-MAITRE 

AND 

THE    MAN    ON    THE    W  H  E  E  U 

xk     Paris,  fome  time  fince,  a  murd'ring  man, 
A  German,  and  a  moft  unlucky  chap. 

Sad,  ftumbling  at  the  threfliold  of  his  plan. 
Fell  mto  Madam  Justice's  ftrong  trap. 

The  bungler  was  condemned  to  grace  the  wheel. 
On  which  the  dullcft  fibres  learn  to  fccli 

Hi) 
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His  limbs  Jecundum  artem  to  be  broke 
^midft  ten  thoufand  people,  p'rhaps,  or  more. 

Whenever  Monfieur  Ketch  apply'd  a  ftroke. 
The  culprit,  like  a  bullock,  made  a  roar. 

A  flippant  Petit-mmtre^  (kipping  by, 
Stcpp'd  up  to  him,  and  check'd  him  for  his  cry: 
"  Boh !"  quoth  the  German  j  "  an't  I  'pon  de  wheel  ? 
^*  D*  ye  rink  my  nerfs,  an  blood,  and  bons  can't  feel  ?'* 

**  Sir,"  quoth  the  beau,  **  don^t,  don't  be  in  a  paflion  j 
**  I've  nought  to  fay  about  your  fituation ; 
**  But  making  fuch  a  hideous  noife  in  France, 
'*  Fellow,  is  contrary  to  Bicnjeance*^ 


X4  THE 
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THE     TRIUMPH     OF     ISISj 

OR, 

DOCTOR  CHAPMAN'S  THESIS. 

Oxford's  Vice-Chancellor,  a  man 

Who  fear'd  the  Lord,  and  lov'd  the  courtier  clan. 

By  virtue  of  his  trade  a  Thesis  *  order 'd. 
Which  curs'd  the  terrible  aflaffination 
Intended  for  the  Monarch  of  our  nation 

By  Marc'ret  Nicholson,  in  mind  difordcr'd; 
That  likewifc  prais'd  the  royal  peep 
On  Oxford  and  the  arts  fo  deep. 

So  violent  was  Doftor  Chapman's  zeal,  ■ 

He  quite  forgot  Latinity  and  graces  j 
Poor  Prifcian's  head,  whofe  wounds  he  cannot  hcal| 

Was  broken  in  half  a  dozen  places. 

Yet,  though  a  fimple  Doftor,  how  amazing ! 
He  fet  the  Univerfity  a  blazing : 

Such 

•  A  Latin  Thcfis  is  annually  given  out  by  the  Vice-Chancello^ 
for  the  fubjeA  of  a  Poeni^  and  twenty  pounds  allotted  to  th^ 
prize  candidate. 
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ch  was  the  kindling  zeal  that  he  inherits— 
farthing  candle  in  a  caflc  of  fpirits ! 

rhards  of  Trinity,  who  won  the  prize, 
►w  ftrutted  viftor  forth  with  fcornful  eyes ; 
nging  to  mind  the  bards  and  tuneful  danies 
tio  vied  for  conqueft  at  th*  Olympic  games. 

rdi  march'd,  too,  Vice — videlicet^  the  Doctor, 
Who,  purring  for  preferment,  (lily  moufes^ 
tended  by  each  dog-whipper,  call'd  Proftor, 
And  eke  the  heads  and  tails  of  all  the  Houfes, 

rth  march'd  the  Nobles  in  their  Sunday*s  geer ; 
rth  ftrutted,  too,  each  beadle,  like  the  Peer, 
ith  filver  ftafFs,  blue  gowns,  and  velvet  caps ; 
fet  of  very  pompous-looking  chaps ! 

hilft  Hayes,*  who  fticks  like  ftag-hounds  to  a  haunch, 

ov'd  on  in  all  the  majefty  of  paunch: 

)  greet  of  ill  our  ears  the  trembling  drums, 

le  piper  play'd  '  The  conqu'ring  hero  comes/ 

)ud  groan'd  the  organ  through  his  hundred  pipes, 
» if  the  poor  machine  had  felt  the  gripes ; 

As 
•  The  organift. 
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As  if,  too,  'twas  the  organ's  firm  perfua(ion$. 
He  oft  had  roar'd  on  more  fublime  occaikms. 


Now  Chapman  took,  'midft  great  compeerSi  his 
Crew  open'd  fubjcft  in  a  feir  oration ;  [ftadon; 

Then  clapp'd  was  Crew — to  him  applaufe  wai 
Now  'gan  the  Bard  his  poem  to  recite,  [news. 

And,  foaring,  bade  poor  Common  Senfe  good  nighti 

So  lofty  were  the  pinions  of  his  Mufe ! 

Thick  as  the  pattering  hail  his  praifes  IhowVj 
So  ftrong  is  Poetry's  mechanic  pow'r. 

High  mounts  the  Monarch  by  his  tuneful  lever; 
His  Mufe's  magnifying  art  fo  great. 
Behold  his  George,  an  Alfred  form  complete; 

Small  Peg,  Goliah;  and  her  knife  a  cleaver! 

Now  back  the  fable  bodies  mov'd  again. 
Like  beetles  all  fo  thick,  a  crawling  hoftj 

Whilft  contemplation  wrapped  the  loyal-train, 
Expefting,  by  the  next  day's  poft. 

To  fee  their  afts  in  pompous  print  difplay'd. 

And  wreaths  of  glory  crown  the  cavalcade ! 


A  SERIOUS 
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A    SERIOUS    REFLECTION, 

>  W  ufclcfe  was  th'  above !  each  perfbn  grieves^ 
.nd,  with  the  grieving  Doftor,  cries  out  fham^ 
It  fb  much  loyal  zeal  for  nought  fhould  flame : 
Tot  ev'n  obtain  a  pair  of  coarfe  lawn  fleeves, 
ich  poor  Saint  David  giveth  to  fupport 
I  holy  oil-of-'fool  men  of  a  Court ! 


ODE    TO    PATIENCE. 

5ET  daughter  of  Religion,  modeft  fair, 
/  hands  upon  thy  bofom  fo  tranquille, 
:yes  to  Hcav*n,  with  fo  divine  an  air, 
almly  fmiling,  fo  refign'd  diy  will  j 
\t  to  teach  us,  and  our  paiTions  cool, 
\  thou  hadft  a  litde  larger  fchooL 

,  fo  great  his  want  of  grace, 
cuts  a  pimple  on  his  face 


When 
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When  (having ; 
Like  man  bewitch'd  he  jumps  abputj 
Kicks  up  a  moft  infernal  rout. 

And  fecmedi  abiblutely  raving; 
And,  lo,  all  this  for  want  of  thy  tuidon : 
Thus  travel  fouls  of  people  to  perdition ! 

Stand  at  my  fide,  O  ftoic  dame ! 

On  ftarling  Marty  n  bid  me  cry  out  *^  ftiame,** 

Inftead  of  knocking  the  dull  fellow  down; 
When  up  the  ninnyhammer  ftarts  to  preach. 
And  impudcndy  interrupts  a  fpeech 

Of  orators  of  fair  and  firft  renown, 
Juft  like  the  owl  that  fcares  the  nnoonlight  hour, 
Whilft  Philomela  warbles  from  her  bowV. 

And,  oh !  attend  me  when  my  eyes 
View  dedications  fiU'd  with  fulfome  lies. 

In  praifc  of  gen'rous  Queens  and  Kings ! 
Heav'n  fwell  the  fountains  of  their  hearts> 
That  feldom  water  the  poor  fhrivell'd  arts. 

However  fweetly  Adulation  fings ! 

Eke,  when  I  hear  that  ftupid  Parfon  Hill^ 
God's  houfc  with  ev'ry  nonfenfe  fiU, 
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And  then  with  blafphemy  each  fentencc  cramm'di 
Liid  when  I  hear  th'  impoftor  cry, 
IVc  news,  ye  raggamuffins,  from  the  Iky ; 
*^  I'm  come  to  tell  ye,  that  you'll  all  be  damn'd; 

'  Tm  come  from  God,  ye  ftrumpets — come  from 
God— 
"  I'm  God  Almighty's  fervant — hear  my  voice.-'— 
iVhich,  if  it  were  fo,  would  be  vaftly  odd. 
Since  Heav'n  would  fhow  bad,  judgment  in  tic 
choice. 

Dead  all  his  money-loving  foul's  defires, 

JVhen  fubtle  Hawkesb'ry  talks  of  patriot  fires, 

And  yielding  places  up  to  fave  the  nation ; 
When  of  importance  braggeth  fimple  Leeds  ; 
When  Glo'ster's  fer-fam'd  wife  for  meeknefs  pleads  j 

And  Glo'ster's  Duke  breathes  war  and  defolation : 

When  Brudenell  talks  of  elegance  and  eafe; . 
When  Thurlow  turns  the  firft  of  devotees. 

And,  to  aftound  the  million,  builds  a  church ; 
When  royal  folk  of  pureft  friendfhip  boaft, 
Make  generofity  their  conftant  toad. 

Yet  leave  poor  pining  Merit  in  the  lurch  -, 

When 
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When  wonders  through  his  fpyglafs  MARLB'Roirctf 

views. 
And  fends  to  Banks  the  great,  th*  important  news, 

Frefh  from  his  cranium's  philofophic  fogs ; 
Whea  Dick  defcants  on  any  thing  but  croute  j 
When  Thompson  ought  performs  beyond  a  fcout, 

And  Mawbey  talks  of  any  thing  but  hogs; 
Sweet  Patience,  footh  me  with  thy  faint-like  note, 
Or,  driv'n  to  madnefs,  I  (hall  cut  my  throat ! 


TO   A   NEST    OF    LORDS. 

Bedchamber  utennis,  ye  feem  diftrels'd. 
And  fwear  with  horror  that  my  rhymes  moled 

Of  certain  folks  fo  great  the  fweet  repofej 
Running  about  with  horrors,  groans,  and  fighs. 
And  floods,  produced  by  onions  in  your  eyes. 

So  ftrong  your  friendfhip,  and  fo  vaft  your  woes  I 

Dear  humming  Lords,  on  friendfhip  bray  no  more. 
Nor  thus  the  Bard's  depravity  dqplore : 

Lol 
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jo!  like  yourfclvcs,  each  man  his  trumpet  bears, 
ntame  Credulity's  wide-gaping  ears. 
Of  fricndftiip  the  fublimity  to  found ; 
Fricndfliip  !  in  diftionaries  only  found ! 

^ercbauncCi  my  Lords,  in  foreign  parts  you've  been ; 
^ercbaunce  your  optics  feir  Verfailles  have  feen  j 

Likewife  the  Vatican,  with  all  its  (late ; 
^nd.  eke  th'  Efcurial,  pride  of  Spain  confeft : 
5ut,  'midft  thofc  fcences,  did  e'er  your  eyeballs  faleft 

See  a  pig  hanging  in  a  gate  ? 

tf  e'er  you  did  this  laft  great  fight  behold, 
STou  need  not,  Lords  fo  fapient,  to  be  told 

What  moft  untuneful  notes  the  pris'ner  makes : 
ndeed  the  hog  his  mouth  and  lungs  employs 
ri  raifing  fuch  ear- crucifying  noife. 
As  if  he  really  was  transfix'd  with  flakes. 

Now  near  him  (hould  there  happen  to  be  hogs 
E^affing  their  happy  hours  amidft  the  bogs. 

Grunting  foft  things  to  their  own  flcfh  and  blood  s 
That  is,  unto  their  Iwecthearts  and  their  brides, 
laying  like  ancient  Romans  on  their  fides. 

And  dining  on  the  dainties  of  the  mud  i 

Forgetting 
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Forgetting  love,  and  dainty  mud  fo  fatt'ning^ 
In  which  they  had  been  batt'ning, 

Up  leaps  the  herd  of  fwine  for  his  protcdion; 
Juft  like  the  herd  that  had  the  devil. 
Away  they  fcamper,  all  fo  civil, 
Refolving  or  to  free  him  or  to  die : 
Such  is  of  fwine  the  friendly  quality. 
Although  proverbial  for  brutality ! 

But  when,  at  Newgate  to  be  hung, 
A  Chriftian  pours  a  dying  fong, 

I  grant  that  numbers  haften  to  the  wretch, 
Moft  pig-like — but,  alas  !  lift  not  a  hand 
To  keep  him  longer  in  the  land. 

And  fnatch  him  from  the  talons  of  Jack  Ketch* 

No  J  on  the  contrary,  fo  fond  their  eyes 
Of  feeing  how  a  brother  dies, 
I,  from  die  bottom  of  my  foul,  believe 
They  would  not  wifli  him  a  reprieve. 

Thus,  were  your  good  friend  Pitt  condemned  to  fwin 
Nay,  ev'n  were  greater  people  I  could  name. 
For  whom  with  goodly  zeal  ye  feem  to  flame; 

I  don't  believe  you'd  wifh  to  cut  the  ftring, 

4  W< 
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Were  ye  but  tolerably  fure 

The  next  in  pow'r  would  give  you  fixpencc  more. 

Learn  then,  my  Lords,  (though  with  contempt  ye 

treat  'em) 
Fricndfhip  from  hogs,  as  well  as  eat  'cm. 


AT  length  my  fubjefts  end;  and  now 

To  Folly  let  me  make  my  beft  Court  bow. 

O  Goddefs!  ftill  monopolize  the  Great: 
Then  oft,  to  pleafe  the  palate  of  the  times. 
The  Mufe  ftiall  ride  to  market  with  her  rhymes. 

And  thrive  upon  her  Helicon  eftate. 


Vol.  II. 


POSTULATORY     ODES 

TO    A 

GREAT     DUKE, 

AND    A 

^ITTLELORD. 


>  Tor  rent  tUcendi  copia  mu/Hs, 


£t  Jua  mariifera  ^  facundia  1 

JuVtMAl* 

Fall  many  a  wight  hath  foflrer*d  for  a  fong, 
yiod  cun*d  his  volubility  of  tongue. 


That  PxTii  may  not  thus  have  caufe  to  fay 
With  JuTENAL  poor  fellowj  let  us  pray  1 


Y  2 


EPISTLE    DEDICATORY. 
My  lords, 

Y  OUR  vncomMon  jtrriNTioN  to 
tny  late  publications  demands  a  return  of  gratitude. 
Permit  me  to  prelent  to  your  Lordships  the  fol- 
lowing Lyric  Trifles,  wWch,  if  i>oflefled  of  merit 
lufficient  to  prefenre  them  fiom  oblivion,  will  inform 
Pofterity  that  you  exited. 

I  am^  my  Lords, 

Csfr-  (^c.  (^c. 

PETER  PINDAR. 


T  3  EXPO*. 
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O      D      E        L 


IVlOST  noble  Peers,  thefc  goes  an  odd  import, 
That  you,  prime  fav'rites  of  an  boneft  Court, 

Are  hunting  treafon  'midft  my  publications ; 
Hunting,  like  bloodhounds,  with  the  keeneft  nofes. 
Which  hound-like  hunting  nat'rally  fuppofes 

The  Bard  dares  fatirize  the  King  of  Nations. 

Yc  fharp  flate-moufers,  with  your  watering  jaws, 
God  keep  me  from  the  vengeance  of  your  claws ! 
An  Afiatic  fight  may  be  renew'd : 
What  feathers  flying,  what  a  field  of  blood, 

Twixt  falcon  Burke  and  Sheridan,  fo  brave. 
And  heron  Hastings,  (^jch  a  dainty  difh. 
So  wont  to  cram  on  Afiatic  fifh. 

The  largeft,  fatteft  of  the  eaftern  wave ! 

Y  4  Yes, 
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Yes,  yes,  I  hear  that  ye  have  watch'd  my  note. 

And  wilh'd  to  fqueeze  my  tuneful  throat; 

« 

When  Thurlow  your  defigns  moft  wifely  fcouted. 
Swearing  the  Poet  fhould  not  yet  be  knouted. 

Thus  when  grimalkin  in  its  cage  cfpies 

A  linnet  or  canary-bird,  fo  fweet; 
The  fcoundrel  lifts,  fo  fanftified,  his  eyes. 

Contriving  how  the  warbler's  back  to  greet: 

He  fquints,  and  licks  his  lips,  ftalks  round  and  rounds 
Twinkling  with  mifchief  fraught  his  dger  tail} 

Now  on  his  rump  he  fits,  in  thought  profound^ 
Looks  up  with  hungry  wifhes  to  aflaili 

When  fudden  enters  mafter  with  a  roar. 

And  kicks  the  fcheming  murderer  to  door. 


ODi' 
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ODE      IL 


xLlGHT  honeft  watch-dogs  of  the  State, 
I  like  to  fmile  at  Kings,  but  treafon  hate. 

Moft  bufy  Jemrinson,  Butb*s  once  bcft  fricRd, 
A  praifc  that  ftamps  a  charafter  divine ; 

Believe  not  thus  the  Poet  can  offend ; 

Ye  gods !  can  Peter  pour  th'  unloyal  line  ? 

/Peter,  perpetrate  fo  foul  a  thing ! 
/ofler  mifchief  to  fo  good  a  King  I 
Now  be  it  known  to  all  the  realntis  around, 
I  would  not  lofe  my  Liege  for  twenty  pound ! 

Mild  Osborne,  foiter  than  the  down  of  goofe, 

I  beg  thou  wilt  not  let  fufpicion  loofe  j 

If  fo,  of  hiftory  I'll  turn  compiler — 

Divulge  fome  tame  amours  with  Miftrefs  Cuyler j 

So  tame,  indeed,  fo  fingularly  ftupid. 

As  gave  a  blufh  to  little  pimping  Cupid ! 

0  Heavens!  can  Jekkinson  and  Osborne  long. 
Foes  to  the  Mufe,  to  cut  out  Peter's  tongue  ? 
Arm'd  with  the  Jove-like  tJiuaders  of  die  crown, 
To  kaock  with  thoie  dread  bolts  a  fimple  Poet  down  ^ 

5  Lo! 
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Lo !  into  life  againft  my  will  I  tumbled ; 

And,  fays  my  nurfe,  I  made  a  horrid  clatter; 
Kicked,  Iprawl'd,  and  Iputter'd,  gap'd,  and  cry'd,  and 
grumbled. 

Quite  angiy,  feenningly,  with  Mother  Naturb; 

Who,  queen-like,  thinking  all  fhe  does  b  rights 
Againft  my  wifhes  lugg'd  me  into  light; 
And  what  is  harder,  and  worfe  manners  ftill. 
Shell  kick  me  out  of  it  againft  my  will. 

Yet  fince  on  this  world's  theatre  I'm  thrown. 
Which  with  my  temper  now  begins  to  fuit; 

And  fince  its  drama  pleafes,  I  muft  own 
I  fhould  be  forry  to  remain  a  mute ; 

Inclined  to  fay,  like  Beckford,  undeterr'd, 

«'  By  G~  I'll  fpeak,  and  d-mme  I'll  be  heard."* 

My  Lords,  I  fain  would  live  a  little  longer; 

For  lo !  dcfire,  as  to  a  bofom  wife. 

Undoubtedly  the  greateft  blifs  of  life. 

Hath  taken  deeper  root  and  ftronger. 

Would 

*  The  Houfe  of  Commons  frequently  refounded  with  thofe 
emphatic  exprefllons  of  the  late  angry  patriotic  Alderman,  when 
gentlemen,  by  fcraping,  hemming,  coughing,  and  groaning, 
(to  adopt  the  phrafeology  of  my  old  friend  Dr.  Johnfon)  meant 
to  oppugn  the  impetuofity  of  pecuniary  arrogance,  and  mnnihi* 
late  the  ebullition  of  pertinaceous  loquacity. 
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Would  HE  who  made  the  world  look  down,  and  fay, 
'*  Peter,  wilt  live  on  earth  a  thoufand  years  V* 

"  Lord,  Lord,"  I  fliould  delighted  roar  away, 
*^  Ten  thoufand,  if  to  thee  it  meet  appears,'* 

"  So  long!  what  for?'*  the  Deity  may  cry. 
**  O  great  Divinity,  quoth  I, 

*'  A  thoufand  reafons ;  principally  one, 
"  To  fee  the  prefent  Prince  of  Wales, 
*'  Whom  many  an  afpic  tongue  aflails, 

**  Aloft  on  Britam*s  envied  throne; 

•'  Where  half  the  Monarchs  that  have  fat  before 
•'  Have  only  fat  to  eat,  and  drink,  and  fnorej 
^  To  blaft,  nay  damn  the  credit  of  the  age, 
•*  And  load  with  folly  Hift'ry's  blulhing  page/' 

And,  Jenkinson,  (hould  thy  hard  face  behold 
A  George  the  Fourth  upon  the  throne. 

Adieu  at  once  fbj  age  of  gold ! 
Behold  tby  hopes  of  higher  honours  gone ! 

Then  get  thyfelf  an  Earldom  quick,  quick,  quick, 
For  fear  of  Fortune's  wild  vagaries; 
Thus  fhall  thy  daughters  all,  like  mufhrooms  thick, 
Rife  Lady  Joans  and  Maooes,  Nells  and  Marys. 

ODE 
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ODE      IIL 

I  OWN  I  love  the  Prince — his  virtues  chamt 

I  know  the  youth  recciv'd  from  heav'n  a  heart  t 
In  friendfhip^s  caufc  I  know  his  bofom  waroii 

That  makcth  certain  folk  with  wonder  ftart. 
« 
•Tis  true  that  from  my  foul  the  man  I  hate, 

Immcrs'd  in  mammon,  and  by  mis'ry  got; 
Who,  to  complete  his  dinner,  licks  his  plate. 

And  wiflies  to  have  cv'ry  thing  fw  nought: 

< 
Who,  if  he  gam'd,  the  dice  would  meanly  cogi 
Rob  the  blind  beggar's  fcrip,  and  ftarve  his  dogi 
And  that  there  are  fuch  wretches  near  a  thix)ne. 
Degraded  Nature  tells  it  with  a  groan. 

Perdition  catch  the  money-grafping  wretch. 
With  hook-like  fingers  ever  on  the  ftretch. 
Who,  fighing,  vents  on  Charity  a  curfe. 
That  afks,  fpr  Want,  a  penny  from  his  purfe! 


TW 
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The  heart  that  lodges  in  that  mifer's  breads 
For  money^  feels  the  hui^er  of  the  (hark; 

Refcmbling,  too,  the  rufty  iron  cheft 

That  holds  his  idol — clofe,  and  hard^  and  dark. 

Give  me  the  youth  who  dares  at  times  unbend ; 
And,  fcoming  Moderation's  prude-like  fbu^ 
Can  to  her  teeth,  and  to  the  world,  declare, 

Ebriety  a  merit  with  a  friend* 

"^Vhen  Friendship  draws  the  corks,  and  bids  the  dome 
With  mirth  and  fallies  of  the  foul,  refoundi 

When  Friendship  bids  the  bowl  overflowing  foam. 
Till  Morning  eyes  the  board  with  plenty  crown'dy 

Behold  the  Virtues  that  fuUimcly  foar, 

Inftead  of  m^y  dam^mg,  cry  <<  M^ore:^ 


«D1 
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O    D    E     IV. 

W  ITH  you,  my  I^ords,  rm  everything  that's  evil; 

There's  fcarce  a  crime  I've  not  committed  j 
The  very  eflence  of  the  devil  j 

Deferving  by  the  demon  to  be  fpitted, 

Juft  like  a  turkey,  goofe,  or  duck, 

Prepar'd  by  Joan  the  cook  to  go  to  fire; 

So  wanton  have  you  both  been  pleas'd  to  pluck 
The  Iwan  who  beats  in  fong  his  Theban  fire* 

Of  ev*ry  quality  am  I  bereft — 
Not  even,  the  fhadow  of  a  virtue  left ; 
Not  one  fmall  nK>ral  feather  in  my  wbgs. 
When  dead,  to  lift  me  to  the  King  of  Kings. 

My  Lords,  beware — by  mouthing  oft  my  name 
Unwifely,  ye  may  damn  me  into  feme : 
By  letting  thus  your  fpleen  on  Pbter  loofe. 
He  builds  triumphal  arches  on  abuje! 

In  vain  the  Bard  turns  oculift,  and  tries 

To  purge  the  film  from  this  world's  darken'd  eyes : 

4  In 
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In  vain  to  Printers  and  to  Printers  devils 
[  fly,  and  advertife  to  cure  King's  Erfls : 
With  huge  contempt  yc  lode  on  me,  alack ! 
My  noftrnms  curfe,  and  call  the  Bard  a  quack. 

[n  general,  authors  are  fuch  coward  things, 
They  fear  to  fpeak  their  fentiments  of  Kings, 

Till  thofe  fame  Kings  are  dead  j  and  then  the  crowd, 
^  Juft  like  a  pack  of  hounds)  hiftorian,  bard. 
With  throats  of  thunder  run  his  mem'ry  hard. 

And  try  to  tear  him  piecemeal  from  his  (hroud* 

Now,  if  we  wifh  a  Monarch  to  reclaim. 

In  God's  name  let  us  fpeak  before  he's  deads 

Dr  elfc  'tis  itn  to  one  we  mifs  our  aim. 
By  (laying  till  the  Fates  have  cut  his  thread : 

\ixss  this  operation  of  their  knife, 

[  ne'er  knew  reformation  in  my  life. 

^nd  yet,  what  is  the  greateft  King  when  dead, 
i^hen  duft  and  worms  his  eyes  and  ears  o'erfpread, 
Vnd  low  he  lie?  beneath  the  flone  ? 
The  man  who  millions  caird  his  own, 
^owe'er  his  fpeftre  may  be  willing, 
Cannot  give  change  t*ye  for  a  jhilling  I 

ODE 
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O    D    E      V. 

X  OUR  taunting  voices  now^  my  Lords^  I  hesui 
And  thus  they  grate  the  poet*s  loyal  ear: 
^  Bard^  we  are  both  fuperior  to  thy  lays; 
«*  Deaf  to  thy  cenfure,  ^d  defpife  thy  praife, 

^  Know  that  our  Monarch  lifts  his  head  fublime 
**  BeycHid  the  reach  of  groveling  rhyme, 

*^  An  Atlas,  hiding  midfl  the  thickeft  clouds  s 
«•  Whilft  thou,  a  beetle,  doom'd  to  buzz  belaw, 
^  In  circles,  envious,  rambling  to  and  fro, 

«  Survey'ft  the  ftiining  mift,  his  head  that  fhxcio^ 

^*  Thy  rhymes,  infulting  Kings  with  pigmy  pride, 
'*  Are  like  the  fea's  mad  waves  that  make  a  pothcfi 

**  Wild  rufhing  on  fome  promontory's  fide, 
"  One  noify  blockhead  following  pother; 

*'  The  (lately  promontory  feems  to  fay, 
"  Afpiring  fools,  go  back  again,  go  home: 

At  once  the  (houldcr'd  bullies,  dafh'd  away, 
"  Sink  from  his  lofty  fid?  in  fruidefe  foanru 
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Thou,  with  rabfcallions  like  thyfclfi 

A  poor  opiniated  fenfelefs  elf. 

Letting  on  Kings  thy  pen  licentious  loofe. 

Art  like  an  impudent  lane  goofe. 

Who,  as  the  traveler  calmly  trots  along, 

Starts  from  amongft  his  flock,  an  ill-bred  throng. 

Waddling  with  pok'd-outneck,  and  voice  fo  coarfe. 

As  if  to  fwallow  up  the  man  and  horfe : 

With  rumpled  feathers  to  the  fteed  he  Heals, 

And,  like  a  coward,  fnaps  him  by  the  heels : 

Then  to  his  gang,  with  flapping  pinions  hobbling. 

The  fool  ercdt  returns  3V  Deum  gobbling, 

And  from  each  brother's  greeting  gullet  draws 

The  mingled  triumph  of  a  coarfe  applaufe. 

As  if  the  trotting  enemies  were  beaten. 

And  man  and  palfry  fairly  kill'd  and  eaten. 

Poor  rogue,  thou  hafl:  not  got  the  trifling  fpirit 
To  own  thy  King  e'er  did  one  aft  of  merit/* 

ty  Lords,  with  great  fubmiffion  to  your  fenfe. 
iving  the  lie,  yet  hoping  no  offence ; 
n  act  is  bis  miy  heart  with  rapture  hails — 
EORGE  gave  the  world  the  Prince  of  Wales; 
Vol.  IL  Z  A  Prince, 
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A  Prince,  who,  when  he  fills  Old  England's  thronCi 
The  Virtues  and  fair  Science  fhall  furroundit; 

And  when  he  quits  the  fceptre,  all  (hall  own 
tic  left  it  as  unjullied  as  he  found  it. 


ODE      VL 


vJtREAT  was  the  Bard's  defire  to  fing  the  Queen, 
Vaft  in  her  foul,  majeftic  in  her  mien : 
But  fierce  George  Hardinge*  fwore  if  pens  or  pen, 
Of  woman,  women,  man,  or  men, 

In  any  wife  or  fhape,  in  ode  or  tale, 
Dar'd  mention  that  fuperior  Lady,  lo ! 
The  law  fhould  deal  them  Jucb  a  blow ! — 

Hang,  pill'ry,  or  confine  for  life  in  jail ! 

And  as  a  kite,  on  whom  the  fmall  birds  ftarc. 
That  tow'ring  critic  of  the  air. 

Is  oft  befet  by  tribes  of  rooks  and  crows, 
Amidft  the  cryftal  fields  of  heav'n ; 

By  whofe  hard  beaks  and  wings,  no  common  foes, 
Sad  knocks  to  gentle  kite  are  giv'nj 

Surrounded 

•  Solicitor  to  the  Queen. 
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Surrounded  thus  amidft  that  lofty  hall, 

Nam'd  Wcftminfter,  the  gentle  Bard 
Might  of  the  fable  legions  tafte  the  gall : 

He,  therefore,  wifely  means  to  play  his  card; 
The  Poet's  quidlibet  audendi  wares. 
And  thus  his  hide  an  old  companion  faves. 

Ah,  me !  the  legiflators  of  Parnaffus, 
In  liberty,  though  Engliflimen,  furpafs  us ! 
What's  found  at  Hippocrene,  the  Poet's  Spa, 
Is  not,  I  ween,  at  Weftmmfter,'  found  law ! 

Parnaffus  never  with  rare  Genius  wars ; 
But  aiding,  lifts  its  head  to  ftrike  the  ftars : 

At  Weftminfter  how  difTrent  is  his  fate ! 
Where  if  he  foars  fublime,  and  boldly  fings. 
The  fhecrs  of  Law,  like  Fate's,  fhall  fnip  his  wings. 

And  bid  him  warble  through  an  iron  grate. 

^ercbaunce  law-neckcloths,  formed  of  ^cA  or  oak, 

Like  marriage,  often  an  unplealknt  yoke. 

Shall  rudely  hug  his  harmlefs  throaty 

And  ftop  his  Apollinian  note; 

The  empire  of  fair  Poetry  overturning, 

And  putting  every  gende  Muse  in  mourning. 

Z    2  ODK 
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ODE    vir.    • 

jL  E  tell  me  both,  with  grievous  malice  carping, 
On  one  dull  tune  eternally  Tm  harping. 

You  would  have  faid  to  Milton  juft  the  fame; 
Who  through  twelve  books  the  head  of  Satan  maurd; 
Such  names  the  prince  of  darknefs  call'd. 

As  muft  have  made  you  roar  out '  fhamc  !* 

Ye  would  (or  gready  I  miftake)  have  faid, 

^*  What !  Milton,  always  plaguing  the  poor  Devil! 

*^  For  ever  beating  Nick  about  the  head ! 
'^  How  canft  thou  be  fo  dev'liflily  uncivil  ? 

^^  Was  not  one  book  fufficient  for  thy  Ipleen, 
"  But  muft  thou  to  a  mummy  beat  him, 
"  And,  like  a  pickpocket,  fo  barb'rous  treat  him 

*'  Through  books  a  dozen  or  fourteen  ?" 


Suppofe  thefe  things  ye  could  have  utter'd. 

And  glorious  Milton,  like  a  ninny. 

Had  anfwer'd,  "  There  is  fenfe  and  rcafon  in  ye— 
*^  Thank  ye,  kind  Gentlemen,  for  all  you  vc  utter'd; 

«  The 
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^^  The  hint  you  offer,  not  amifs  is ; 
^^  ril  tear  my  Paradife  to  pieces/' 

Suppofe  I  afk  you,  what  had  been  the  evil  ? 

Believe  me,  fomething  to  the  world's  fad  coft : 
?y  fuch  civility  to  fpare  the  Devil, 

My  Lords,  a  fecond  Diad  had  been  loft. 

Thus  from  poor  Peter  take  the  great  away. 

Of  fun  ye  rob  him  of  cart-loads. 
"What  would  his  cuftomers  all  do  and  fay  ? 

Lord !  curfe  you  for  the  lofs  of  Odes. 

You'll  fay,  "  Let  Satire  meaner  fubjefts  look." 
Well,  Jenky,*  grant  my  fatire  flies  it  youy 

Who'd  buy  my  melancholy  vulgar  book  ? 

Adieu,  fair  Fame,  and  Fortune's  fmiles  adieu ! 

But  if  we,  daring,  trim  a  royal  jacket. 
Lord !  what  a  buying,  reading !  what  a  racket ! 
How  fpruce  the  mctamorphos'd  bard  appears ! 
With  what  a  confidence  he  pricks  his  ears ! 

Z  3  Who 

•  Here  fecmeth  to  be  a  contradidlion ;  but  when  the  reader 
11  informed  that  Jenky  cannot  without  mockery  be  ranked 
amongft  the  Great,  the  myftery  flands  explained. 
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Who  juft  before,  in  piteous  chop-fairn  plight, 
Look'dof  the  woeful  fece.  La  Mancha's  Knight! 

Who  runs  to  fee  a  monkey  in  a  trap  ? 

But  let  the  noble  lion  grace  the  gin, 
Lo !  the  whole  world  is  out  to  fee  him  fiiap. 

To  hear  him  growl,  and  triumph  o^er  lus  gjrini 

Cut  ofF  the  head  of  a  great  Lord, 

Not  wifer  than  the  head  of  a  great  goofe, 

Tow'r-Hill  at  once  with  gapers  will  be  ftor'd. 
As  if  the  world  was  all  broke  loofe ; 

But  when  a  little  villain  haps  to  fwing. 
What  a  poor  folitary  ftring ! 
How  few  by  Curiosity  are  fetched 
To  fee  the  rope  of  Juftice  ftretch'd ! 

Scarce  any  but  the  hangman  and  the  prieft. 
To  do  their  duty  at  the  culprit's  fide. 

With  hemp  and  pray'rs  his  neck  and  foul  affift. 
And  wifh  the  lonely  traveler  a  good  ride. 


OD 
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ODE     VIII. 

1  ARK !  hark !  I  hear  your  courtier  pair  exclaim, 
"  This  Peter  is  the  moft  audacious  dog; 
The  fellow  hath  no  rev'rence  for  a  name— 
*'  A  King  to  him  is  fcarce  above  a  log/' 
metimes  ielow*  a  log,  Sirs,  if  you  pleafe; 
bold  aflertion,  to  be  proved  with  eafe. 

ut,  goodly  Gentlemen,  I  do  defire  yc 
'  avoid  in  this  afFair  minute  enquiry 
onceming  their  relpefbive  merit; 
fear  lefs  prudence  will  be  feen  than  fpirit : 
ogs  univerfally  are  ufeful  things; 
poftulatum  not  allow'd  to  Kings. 

For  us,  on  Honour's  pinnacle,"  ye  cry, 
Whofe  heads  are  nearly  level  with  the  flcy, 
'*  High  bafking  in  the  blaze  of  regal  powV; 
This  Peter,  feldom  from  rank  pride  exempt. 
Calls  us,  with  fcowling  eyes  of  fix'd  contempt, 
"  A  pair  of  jackdaws  perch'd  upon  a  tow*r. 

Z  4  ''  Arch- 

^  A  few  foreign  Monarchs  juftify  the  Poet's  aflertion. 
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*'  Archbifhops,  bifhops,  fcrvants  of  the  Lord, 
*'  Head  fervants,  too,  who  preach  the  pureft  word, 

*'   vViih  waving  hands  enforcing  goodly  matter, 
"  No  more  by  him,  the  fcorncr,  are  accounted 
"  Than  iinp-like  fweepers  on  their  chimneys  mounted, 

"  That  wield  dieir  brulh,  and  to  ilie  vulgar  chatter," 

True,  my  dear  Lords — for  merit  only  warm, 
M^i  rank  and  trappings  long  have  ceas'd  to  charm; 
And  yet,  their  eyes  the  ftupid  millicn  blefs. 
For  barely  getting  Jights  of  rank  and  drefs ! 

When  Judges  a  campaigning  go. 

And  on  their  benches  look  fo  big, 
What  gives  them  confequence,  I  trow. 

Is  nothing  but  a  bulhel  wig : 

Yet  bumpkins,  gaping  with  a  bullock  ftare. 
See  lofty  learning  lodg'd  in  ev'ry  hair. 
But  heads i  not  hairy  my  admiration  draw ; 
Not  wigs,  but  wtjdom,  ftrikes  my  foul  with  awe. 


ODE 
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ODE     IX. 

1  HE  man  who  printeth  his  poetic  fits. 
Into  the  Public's  mouth  his  head  commits ; 
Too  oft  a  lion's  mouth,  of  danger  full. 
Or  flaming  mouth  of  Phalaris's  bull : 
He  pours  the  fad  repentant  groan  in  vain : 
The  cruel  world  but  giggles  at  his  pain. 

For  lo !  our  world,  fo  favage  in  its  nature. 
Would  rather  fee  a  fellow  under  water. 
Or,  from  the  attic  ftory  of  a  houfe. 

Fall  down  foufe 
Upon  a  fet  of  curfed  iron  fpikes. 
Than  fee  him  with  the  blooming  lafs  he  likes, 
Bleft  on  a  yielding  bed  of  down  or  rofes. 
Where  Love's  fond  couples  often  join  their  nofes. 

Upon  me  what  a  hoft  I've  got ! 

Who  by  their  black  abufes  boil  their  pot. 

Ay,  that's  the  reafon — ^wide-mouth'd  Hungbr  calls; 

And  from  the  hollows  of  each  ftomach  bawls ! 

Thus 
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Thus  the  poor  filk-worms,  bom  to  blcfs  mankind, 
Whilft  for  the  IhivVing  world  the  robe  they  Ipin 

In  cv'ry  ring  a  thoufand  infefts  find. 
Gnawing  voracioufly  their  hamnlcfs  fkin. 

And  thus  the  lambs,  whofe  ufeful  fleeces  treat 
Witli  coats  and  blankets  people  of  all  ftationSj 

By  preying  maggots  are  belet, 
Harb'ring  whole  (linking  nations  j 

Which,  from  their  backs,  the  crows  fo  kindly  pick, 

Enough  to  make  a  Chriflian  fick. 


"•O*' 


Oh,  would  fome  critic  crow  but  cat  the  pack 
Now  nettling  in  my  lyric  back. 
That  daily  in  their  hofls  increafe. 
And  try  to  fpoil  the  fineft  fleece ! 
Why  am  I  perfecuted  for  my  rhymes. 
That  kindly  try  to  cobble  Kings  and  tinges  ? 

To  mine,  Charles  Churchill's  rage  was  down- 
right rancour : 
He  was  a  firft-rate  man-of-war  to  me^ 
ThundVing  amidft  a  high  tempeftuous  fea; 
I'm  a  fmall  cockboat  bobbing  at  an  anchor; 

Playing 
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Pkying  with  patercrocs.that  alarm^ 
JTct  fcorn  to  do  a  bit  of  harm. 

My  fatire^s  blunt — his  boaftcd  a  keen  edge; 

A  fugar-hammer  mine— but  his  a  blackfmith's  fledge ! 

And  then  that  Junius!  what  a  fcalpbg  fcUqw! 
Who  dar'd  fuch  trcafon  and  fcdidon  bellow ! 

Compared  to  them,  whofe  pleafure  'twas  to  ftab. 
Lord !  Vm  a  melting  medlar  to  a  crab ! 

My  humour  of  a  very  difPrent  fort  is : 
Their  fadre's  horrid  hair-cloth ;  mine  is  filk : 
I  am  a  pretty  nipperkin  of  milk ; 

They,  two  enormous  jugs  of  aqua-fortis. 

Compared  to  their  high  floods  of  foaming  fadrc, 
l4y  rhyme's  a  rill — ^a  thread  of  murmuring  water: 
-A  whirlwind  they,  that  oaks  like  fl:ubble  heaves ; 
I,  zephyr  whilp'ring,  fporting  through  the  leaves* 

-And  fuch  all  candid  people  mud  conclude  it^ 
The  world  fliould  fay  of  Peter  Pindar's  ftrain, 
"  In  him  the  courdy  Horace  lives  agdn— 

^  Circtim  pracordia  Petrus  ludit.** 

Which 
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Which  eafy  fcrap  of  Latin  dips  I  render : 
No  man  by  Peter's  verfe  is  harfhly  bitten; 

like  lambkins  bleats  the  bard  fo  fweet  and  tender. 
And  playful  as  the  fportive  kitten* 

So  chafte  his  fmilesy  fo  foft  his  flylc. 
That  ev'n  his  bitt'reft  enemies  ihG\M/mile: 

He  biddeth  not  his  verfe  in  thunder  roar— 
His  lines  perpetual  fummer — funfhine  weather; 

He  tickles  only — how  can  he  do  more, 
Whofe  only  inftrument's  a  feather  ? 


O    D    E     X. 


JLiIKE  children,  charm'd  with  Praise's  fugar*d  lbn& 
How  much  the  Great  admire  the  cringing  throng! 

And  how  moft  lovingly  the  men  they  hate. 
Who,  to  the  ftubbomnefs  of  confcience  born. 
Tenacious  of  the  rights  of  nature,  fcorn 

To  hold  the  cenfer  to  the  nofe  of  State  ! 


Toe 
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Coo  many  a  weak-brain'd  man,  and  filly  dame, 
\vt  made  ridiculous  by  fulfome  fame ; 
lais'd  on  high  pedcftals  in  rich  attire, 
?or  half  the  globe  to  laugh  at,  not  admire, 

Ifc  bid  the  bard  in  panegyric  fliine ; 
With  courdy  adulation  load  the  line : 
3irs,  adulation  is  a  fatal  thing — 
Rank  poifon  for  a  fubject,  or  a  King. 

My  Lords,  I  do  declare  that  it  requires 
A  brain  well  fortified,  to  bear  great  flatt'rics ; 
Such  very  dangerous  maflc'd  batteries. 

That  keep  on  great  men's  brains  fuch  ccafelefs  fires ! 

I  hope  that  God  will  give  fuch  great  men  grace 

To  know  the  gen'ral  weaknefs  of  tlie  place* 

Pray  do  not  fancy  what  I  utter  ftn;rge — 
The  love  of  flatt'ry  is  the  foul's  rank  mange. 
Which,  though  it  gives  fuch  tickling  joys, 
Inftead  of  doing  fcrvice,  it  dellroys: 
Jufl:  as  the  mange  to  lapdojs'  fkins  apply'd. 
Though  pleafing,  Ipoils  the  beauty  of  the  hide. 

4  A  fonnet 
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A  fbnnet  now  and  then  to  pleafe  the  Bat, 
With  flatt'ry  fpic'd  a  litde,  docs  no  harm; 

That  talks  of  flames,  perfeftions,  hope,  delpairi 
And  hyperbolically  paints  each  charm. 

P'rhaps  to  a  fault  at  rimes,  my  Mufe's  art. 
By  admiration  fwell'd,  hath  foar'd  too  high; 

But  Cynthia  knew  the  lover's  partial  art. 
And  chid  her  poet  for  the  tuneful  lie^ 

Perhaps  too  loud  the  bard  hath  ftruck  the  lyre : 
And  when  th'  enthufiaft,  with  a  lover's  fire. 

More  bright  than  angels,  gave  the  nymph  to  glowj 
By  Truth's  delightful  diftates  folely  fway'd. 
Ought  of  his  fav'rite  Cynthia  to  have  faid, 

**  She  triumphs  only  o'er  the  world  ielow.*^ 


ODI 
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ODE      XL 

LY  Lords,  I  won't  confent  to  be  a  bug. 
To  batten  in  the  royal  rug. 

And  on  the  backs  of  Monarchs  meanly  crawl ; 

And  more,  my  Lords,  I  hope  I  never  fhalL 
Tct  certain  vermin  I  can  mention,  love  it ; 
Tou  know  the  miferables  that  can  provf  it. 
1  cannot,  Papift-like,  (a  dupe  to  Kings) 
Create  divinities  from  wooden  things. 

Somewhere  in  Afia — I  forget  the  place — 

Ceylon  I  think  it  is— yes,  yes,  I'm  right- 
There,  Kings  are  deem'd  a  heavenly  race. 
And  blafphemy  it  is  their  pow'r  to  flight. 

Like  crouching  fpaniels  down  black  Lords  mull  lie, 
^^hcne'er  admitted  to  the  Royal  eye. 
And  lay,  whene'er  the  mighty  Monarch  chats 
To  thofe  black  Lords  about  their  wives  and  brats. 

That  happen  in  the  world  to  tumble : 
"  Dread  Sire,  your  flavc  and  bitch  my  wife 

"  Hath  brought,  to  blefs  your  dog  fo  humble, 
^*  One,  two,  three,  four,  five  puppies  into  life; 

c  «  AU 
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*'  All  fubjefl  to  your  godlike  will  and  powV, 
"  To  hang  or  drown  in  half  an  hour." 

This  is  too  fcrvile,  I  muft  dare  confefs— 
'Twixt  man  and  man  the  difF'rence  fhould  be  lefs. 

I  own  I  brought  two  wond'ring  eyes  to  town. 
Got  bent  by  mobs  my  ribs  like  any  hoop. 

To  fee  the  mighty  man  who  wore  a  crown — 
To  fee  the  man  to  whom  great  courtiers  ftoop. 

Much  had  I  read,  which  certes  fome  time  fince  is. 
My  Bible  fo  replete  with  Kings  and  Princes, 

And  thought  Kings  taller  than  my  parifti  fteeplc; 
I  thought  too,  which  was  natural  enough, 
Jove  made  their  Ikins  of  very  diffrent  ftufF 

From  that  which  clothes  the  bones  of  common  pcopk. 

But  mark !  by  flaring,  gaping  ev'ry  day. 
The  edge  of  admiration  wore  away. 

Like  razors'  edges  rubb*d  againft  a  ftone ; 
Kings  ceas'd  to  be  fuch  objefts  of  devotions 
I  faw  the  Beings  foon  without  emotion. 

And  thought  like  mine  their  bodies  flcfh  and  bone. 

Like 
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:e  many  thoufands,  I  was  weak  enough 
To  think  Jove  kept  a  foul  and  body  fhop ; 
:e  mercers,  had  variety  of  ftufF 
"or  fuch  whole  turn  it  was  to  be  made  up ; 
d  that  he  treated  with  great  liberality 
k  born  to  figure  in  the  line  of  quality; 
ing  fouls  fuperfinc,  and  bones  and  bloods^ 
!hort,  the  choiceft  of  cclcftial  goods : 

:  on  the  lower  claims  when  employed, 
truck  me  diat  he  work'd  with  much  /ang-fmd^ 
s^ot  caring  one  brafe  farthing  for  the  chaps; 
ming  them  juft  as  girls  themfelyes  amufc 
making  workbags,  pincufhions,  and  fhocs— 
Videlicet,  from  fcraps. 

w  can't  I  give  a  thimbleful  of  praife, 
L'en  to  an  Emp'ror,  if  uncrown 'd  by  merit; 
larving  principle,  'faidi,  now  a-days, 
Vnd  unconnefted  with  the  courtier's  Ipirit* 
u,  Sirs,  I  think,  can  give  it  with  a  ladle^ 
d  rock  of  grinning  Idiotifm  the  cradle. 


^.OL.  IL  A  a 


•  DI 
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ODE     XII. 

iJO  much  abus'd,  I  lofe  my  lyric  merit- 
Evaporated  half  its  fpiriti 
Reduced  from  alcohol  to  phlegm; 
From  folid  pudding  to  whipp'd  cream ! 

There  was  a  time,  when,  not  one  bit  afraid 
Of  ought  the  people  roar'd,  or  fung,  or  faid, 
I  carelefsly  my  fev*rite  trade  purfu'di 
Invoked  Apollo,  and  the  Mufes  woo'd : 
And,  with  the  ftoicifm  that  lulls  a  ftone, 
I  fat  me  down,  and  picked  my  mutton  bone. 

Thus  when,  amidft  the  tumbling  world  of  waves. 
The  cloud-wrapp'd  Genius  of  the  tempeft  raves, 

And,  'midft  the  hurrying  mafs  of  fpeftred  gloom, 
Fate,  mounted  on  the  wild  wing  of  the  blaft. 
Shouts  defolation  through  the  twilight  wafte. 

And,  thund'ring,  threats  a  fyftcm's  doom  j 

Lo  !  with  light  wing  a  gull  the  billows  fweeps. 
Sports  on  the  ftorm,  and  mocks  die  bellowing  deeps 

No 
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>w  on  the  mounts  furge  compos'd  he  fquats, 
Ijufts  his  feathers»  and  looks  round  for  fprats, 

low  may  fay,  with  righteous  David,  *'  Lord, 

^*  Widi  foes  I'm  fore  encompaffed  about i" 

id  rhyme  like  Sternhold,  once  for  vcrfc  ador'd, 

'*  I  wote  not  when  I  fhall  get  out; 

So  craftily  the  heathen  me  aflail, 

M[y  canticle  doth  not  a  whit  avail." 

!  almoft  ev*ry  one  at  Peter's  head 
Levels  his  blunderbufs,  and  takes  a  pop— ^ 
iince  on  my  dear  os  frontis  falls  the  lead ; 
3ut  harmlefs  yet,  thank  God,  I've  fecn  it  drop: 

:,  by  and  by,  fome  lucklefs  Ihot 

^ay  knock  about  the  brains  of  tuneful  Peter  : 

oufands  will  fmile  to  fee  him  go  to  pot, 

Ind  mock  him  in  his  grave,  with  fhamelefs  metre : 

t  fo  our  gracious  King  arid  Queen,  I  know  it— 

ey  Ve  pity,  if  not  fence,  to  give  a  poet. 

lent  as  Job,  when  Satan,  all  fo  vile, 
tetring  his  (kin  againft  the  Lord's, 
ling  a  mofl  contemptous  fmile, 
ks  well  as  moft  indecent  words, 

Aa  a  Covcr'd 
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Cover'd  the  man  of  UZ  with  boils. 

At  which,  with  horror,  cv*ry  heart  recoik  : 

Yes,  patient  as  the  man  of  UZ  am  I, 
Though  forc'd  on  Envy's  burning  coak  to  fry. 

Seek  I  the  Court  ? — Lords,  Lordlings  fly  the  pkcc— 
The  ladies,  too,  fo  full  of  loyal  grace. 

Turn  their  gay  backs  when  there  I  fhow  my  hcadj 
As  happen'd  at  St.  James's  t'other  dayi 
When  up  the  flairs  I  took  my  folemn  way. 

And  fill'd  the  fine-drefs'd  gentlefolks  with  dread* 

Off  Brudenell  flew;  and,  with  his  ftar  fo  blazing, 
Ofi^  flew  the  frighten'd  Sir  John  Dick,  fo  ftout, 

Who  won  his  blazing  ftar  by  means  amazing— 
By  manufafturing  four  crout. 

OflF  flew,  with  this  great  crout-compofing  Dick, 
Thomson  and  Salisb'ry,  Harcourt,  and  Gold- 

ftick; 
Such  was  the  terror  at  the  man  of  rhymes. 
As  though  he  enter'd  to  divulge  their  crimes. 


Thul 
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Thus  on  a  bank,  upon  a  fummer's  da/. 
Of  fome  fair  ftream  of  Eaft  or  Wcftern  IncJ, 

When  puppies  join  in  wanton  play. 
Free  from  the  flighteft  fear  of  being  (kinn'd ; 

If  from  that  ftream,  which  all  fo  placid  flows, 
A  fly  old  alligator  pokes  his  no:e ; 
Wifliing,  percbauncey  to  take  a  flice  of  cur; 
At  once  the  dogs  are  off^  upon  the  fpur  j 
Nor  once  behind  them  caft  a  courtly  look. 
To  compliment  the  monarch  of  the  brook. 


ODE      XIIL 


Deserted  in  my  utmoft  need  by  fate. 
Like  fam'd  Darius,  great  and  good; 

Fall'n,  fall'n,  poor  fellow,  from  a  large  cftatc ; 
Forc'd,  forc'd  to  broufe,  like  goats,  the  lanes  for  food  ! 

Alias !  deferted  quite  by  ev'ry  friend; 

And  what  than  friendfliip  can  be  fweeter  ? 
Lo !  not  a  foul  will  kind  afliftance  lend ; 

Lo !  ev'ry  puppy  lifts  his  leg  at  Peter  ! 

Aa  3  Like 
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Like  fome  lone  infulated  rock  am  I, 

Where,  midft  th'  Atlantic  vaft,  old  ^ol  raves } 
Shook  by  the  thunders  of  each  angry  Iky, 

And  roird  on  by  the  rufliing  world  of  waves! 

So  hard,  indeed,  the  critic  tempeft  blows, 
I  fcarce  can  point  againft  the  gale  my  nofe— 

A  ftorm  more  violent  was  never  feen ! 
So  dread  the  war ! — ^indeed  it  muft  be  dready 
When  from  his  fhop  John  Nichols  pops  his  head, 

And  pours  the  thunders  of  his  Magazine. 

For  heavier  artilFry  ne'er  was  play'd ; 

And  yet,  not  all  th'  artilPry  is  his  own; 
Hayley,  a  clofe  ally,  in  ambufcade 

Behind,  aflifts  the  war  of  furious  John, 

John  Nichols,  with  Will.  Hayley  for  his  'Squirfj 
Are  ferious  things,  howe'er  the  wx)rld  may  laughj 

And  therefore  dread  I  much  to  face  the  fire 
Of  this  intrepid  Hudibras  and  Ralph. 

You  too,  my  Lords,  combined  with  thofe  dread  foes 

To  tear  the  bard  to  pieces  for  his  rhymes. 

Is  very  cruel,  righteous  Heav'n  well  knows. 

And  does  no  fort  of  credit  to  the  times. 

5  Tet 
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et  let  me  feel  myfelf— rm  not  yet  dead, 
hough  mauFd  fo  terribly  about  the  head ; 

By  Printers  Devils  and  allies  furrounded : 
*rhaps,  like  the  Pruflian  Monarch,  I  may  rife 
Icrculean,  to  the  world's  furprife, 

And  fee  my  enemies  confounded. 

uU  many  a  cock  hath  won  ten  pound. 

Though  feeming  dead,  ftretch'd  outamidft  the  pit— 
cap'd  up,  and  giv'n  his  foe  a  fatal  wound — 

Then  why  not  mine,  ye  Gods,  the  lucky  hit  ? 


ODE      XIV. 

i/V  ITH  your  good  leave,  my  Lords,  Til  now  take 

mine, 
fot  deem'd,  percbaunce^  a  poet  quite  divine— 

Percbaunce  with  beafts  at  Ephefus  I've  warr'd, 
ike  that  prodigious  orator  Saint  Paul ; 
Lnd  for  my  ftanzas,  p'rhaps  both  great  and  fmall. 

Ye  kindly  wi(h  me  feather'd  well,  and  tarr'd. 

Aa4  Yc 
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Ye  think  I  loathe  the  name  of  King,  no  doubt- 
Indeed,  my  Lords,  you  never  were  more  out  2 

I  am  not  of  that  envious  clafs  of  elves  j 
Though  Dame  Macauley  turns  on  Kings  her  tdl; 
With  great  refpeSi  the  facred  names  I  hail. 

That  is,  of  Monarchs  who  refpeS  tbemjelves. 

But  (hould  they  aft  with  meannefs,  or  like  fools. 
The  Muse  fhall  place  a  fool's-cap  on  their  Ikulls, 
Stubborn  as  many  a  King,  indeed,  I  am— 
That  is,  as  ftubborn  as  a  halter'd  ram : 

A  change  in  Peter's  life  ye  muft  not  hope: 
To  try  to  wafli  an  afs's  face. 
Is  really  labour  to  mifplace  i 
And  really  lofs  of  time,  as  well  as  fqap, 


opi 
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O    D    E      XV. 

AY  let  me  laugh,  my  Lords ;  I  mufti  I  will-^ 
Lx)rds,  my  laughing  mufcles  can't  lie  ftill: 
Dlifh'd  in  the  fupple  fchools  of  France, 
not  burft,  to  pleafure  Complaisance. 

to  our  coffin  adds  a  nail,  no  doubt; 
ev'ry  grin,  fo  merry,  draws  one  out: 
Dwn  I  like  to  laugh,  and  hate  to  figh ; 
think  that  rifibility  was  giv'n 
[luman  happinefs,  by  gracious  Heav'n, 
nd  that  we  came  not  into  life  to  cry : 

vear  long  faces,  juft  as  if  our  Maker, 
God  of  goodnefs,  was  an  undertaker, 
I  pleas'd  to  wrap  the  foul's  unlucky  mien 
>rrow's  difmal  crape,  or  bombafin, 

hinks  I  hear  the  Lord  of  Nature  fay, 

ools,  how  ye  plague  me !  go,  be  wife,  be  gay ; 

No  tortures,  penances,  your  God  requires — 
njoy,  be  lively,  innocent,  adore, 
.nd  know  that  Heav'n  hath  not  one  angel  more 

In  confcquence  of  groaning  nuns  and  friars. 

«  Heav'n 
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^  Heav*n  never  took  a  pleafurc  or  a  pride 

•*  In  ftarving  ftomachs,  or  a  horfewhipp'd  hide. 

••  Mirth  Be  your  motto — merry  be  your  heart: 
•*  Good  laughs  are  pleafant  inoffcnfive  things; 

«*  Ani  if  their  foUies  happen  to  divert, 
•*  I  fhall  not  quarrel  at  a  joke  on  Kings.'* 


ODE      XVI. 


Xf  Monarchs  (the  fuggeftion,  pVhaps,  of  liars) 
Turn  houfebreakers,  and  rob  the  nuns  and  friars  j 
Steal  piftures,  crucifixes,  heav'nly  chattels. 
To  purchafe  fwords  and  guns  and  fouls  for  batdcs: 

In  Ipite  of  all  the  world  may  fay  and  think. 
If  Emprefles  will,  punk-like,  kifs  and  drink; 

If  Kings  will  fell  the  hares  and  boars  they  kill. 
And  fnipe  and  partridge-blood  for  Mammon  fpill. 
Denying  thus  them/elves  a  dainty  difti ; 
And  go  tbemfches  to  market  with  their  fifh : 

Pkas'd 
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Ls'd  with  the  vulgar  herd  to  job  their  namej 
lings,  ambitious  of  a  blackCriith's  fame, 
wond'roufly  ambitious  in  their  views, 
*ad  of  mending  enipires,  make  horfe  (hoe? : 

d  to  fair  Sciencb,  if  to  vagrant  hogs, 
toymen,  conjurors,  and  dancing  dogs. 
It  Princes,  pleas'd,  a  patronage  extend; 
lift  modeft  Genius  pines  yidthout  a  friend: 

nifling  grandeur  as  an  idle  thing, 

'on  bob-wigs,  flouch*d  hats,  and  thread-bare  coats^ 

Tpon  vulgarity  a  Monarch  doats, 

-e  pleas'd  to  look  a  coachman  than  a  King: 

ith  their  bullocks  Kings  delight  to  batde ; 

'n  hard  horfe-chefnuts  make  them  ^ne  and  fup, 

)lv'd  to  ftarve  the  nicc-mouth'd  catdc 

Fntil  they  eat  the  chefnuts  up ; 

r  fellows,  from  the  nuts  who  turn  away, 

I  think  it  dev'lilh  hard  they  can't  have  hay : 

/ings  will  mount  oH  houfes  upon  rollers, 
verting  fober  manfions  into  ftrollers, 
lACLiTUs's  gravity  can't  bear  it — 
uft  laugh  put,  and  all  the  world  muft  hear  it* 

0D2 


364  XXTOSTTLATOKT  ODIS. 

ODE    xvn. 

J  UST  one  word  more^  my  Lords,  before  we  part: 
Do  not  vow  vengeance  on  die  tuneful  an; 
'Tis  very  dang'rous  to  attack  a  poet— 
Alio  ridiculous — the  end  would  fliow  it. 
Though  not  to  vrite — ^to  read  I  hear  you're  able : 
Readj  then^  and  learn  inilrudion  from  a  &ble« 


THE    PIG    AND    MAGPIE. 

A    FABLE. 

COCKING  his  tail,  a  (aucy  prig, 
A  Magpie  hopp'd  upon  a  Pig, 

To  pull  fome  hair,  forfooth,  to  line  his  neft ; 
And  with  fuch  eafe  began  the  hair-attack. 
As  thinking  the  fee-fimple  of  the  back 

Was  by  bim/elf,  and  not  the  Pig,  pofleft. 

The  Boar  look'd  up,  as  thunder  black,  to  Mag, 
Who,  fquinting  down  on  him,  like  an  arch  wag, 
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Inform'd  Mynheer  fome  briftlcs  muft  be  torn  5 
Then  bufy  went  to  work,  not  nicely  culling ; 
Jot  a  good  handfome  beakfull  by  good  pulling. 

And  flew,  without  a  **  Thank  ye,"  to  his  thora^ 

^'he  Pig  fet  up  a  difmal  yelling ; 
'ollow'd  the  robber  to  his  dwelling. 

Who,  like  a  fool,  had  built  it  'midft  a  bramble : 
n,  manfully,  he  fallied,  full  of  might, 
Determin'd  to  obtain  his  right, 

And  'midft  the  bufhes  now  began  to  fcramblc* 

He  drove  the  Magpie,  tore  his  neft  to  rags, 
/Vnd,  happy  on  the  downfall,  pour'd  his  brags : 

But  ere  he  from  the  brambles  came,  alack ! 
His  ears  and  eyes  were  miferably  torn. 
His  bleeding  hide  in  luch  a  plight  forlorn. 

He  could  not  count  ten  hairs  upon  his  back. 


THIS  is  a  pretty  tale,  my  Lords,  and  pat: 
To  folks  like  you  fo  clever,  verbum  Jut. 


A 

ENEVOLENT     EPISTLE 

TO 

SYLVANUS    URBAN, 

ALIAS 

ASTER  JOHN  NICHOLS,  PRINTER, 

:OMMON-COUNCILMAN  OF  FARRINGDON  WARD,   AND 
C£KSOR-C£N£RAL  OF  LITERATURE  ^ 

WOT    FORGETTING 

MASTER    WILLIAM   HAYLEY, 

TO    WHICH    IS    ADDED 

AN     ELEGY    TO     APOLLO; 

ALBOy 

fc  JOSEPH    BANKS    and   the   BOILED   FLEAS: 

AN      O  D  E, 


Flcy  nay,  prithee,  John  ; 
Do  not  quarrel,  nun  j 
,  ■  Lct\  be  merry  and 

Piink  ii!>cut.  Catch* 


'TttE    ARGUMENr. 

Poet  commenceth  in  a  fublimc  (bain  of  happy  imitatidii 
claffic  fimplicity  with  the  ille  ^^«— felf-confcquencc  of  the 
intuan  Bard ;  giving  an  account  of  the  various  themes  of 

Mufe, 'from  Majesty  to  Mafter  John  Nichols — Ht 
cth  the  reafon  of  John's  great  anger,  and  freeth  himfelf 
•m  the  imputation  of  illiberality,  by  telling  the  world  what 
ndfome   things  he  hath  fald  of  the  Printer — The   Poet 
acketh  John  in  turn  for  his  want  of  candour — fpeaketh 
icles  to  John— maketh  a  fine  comparifon  between  himfelf 
d  purling  ftreams ;  alfo  between  curs,  tats,  and  courtiers— 
le  Poet  declaimeth  virtuoufly  and  politically  againU  fweaf- 
5  in  a  paflion— complaincth  of  inftances  of  John's  Cruelty 
yards  him  for  barely  adminiflering  a  few  admonitory  lafhet 
the  back  of  the  President  of  the  Royal  Socibtt, 
adam  Piozzi,   and  Mifter  James   Bos  well— The  Poet 
ain  complaineth  oi  John's  difmgenuoufnefs ;  praifing,  at 
»  fame  time,  his  own  fweetnefs  of  difpolition— he  men- 
neth  the  horrors  of  dying  people  at  the  thought  of  being 
hibited  in  John's  Magazine,  in  which  the  Poet  is  fup- 
fed  to  allude  to  the  letters  of  the  Rev.  Mifter  BAococit 
d  others,  as  well  as  fcandalous  anecdotes  collefled  from 
nilles,  to  give  a  zeft  to  his  monthly  lumber— The  Poet 
formeth  John  of  the  appellation  given  him  by  fome  people, 
d   which  the  Poet  was  always  too  delicate  to  ufe — The 
et  confefTeth  that  he  marVellcth  at  John's  impudence  irt 
uming  the  management  of  the  Gentleman's  Magazine  after 
)6lor  Johnson;   on   which    Do^or  Johnson,  the  Poet 
(Teth   a  juft  llridturc  with  unprecedented  delicacy— The 
>et  challengeth  John  to«  fay  he  ever  expofed  him  for  his 
aifcs  of  fuch  as  contributed  to  his  Magazine — or  when  he 
Vol.  IL  Bb  tiicd 
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tried  to  elipfe  the  biographical  fame  of  Plutarch,  byhii 
anecdotes  of  poor  old  Bowyer — The  Poet  exhibiteth  more 
inllanccs  of  grandeur  of  foul — dill  more  noblelefs — dill  more*- 
The  Poet  maketh  a  mod  luminous  remark  on  the  difference 
between  the  liappinefs  o^  fools  and  nuiji  men,  and  condudeth. 
with  advifmg  John  to  make  a  proper  application  of  Ui 
talentf. 


A  BENE- 


ENEVOLENT    EPISTLE, 

&c.  &c.  &c. 


^  WHO,  ambitious  that  the  brats,  my  rhymes, 
lould  fee  the  gentlefolks  of  future  times  -, 
lie  like  antiques  in  value,  nor  expire, 
ill  Ruin  fpreads  his  univerfal  fire: 
read  thought !  that  to  deflruftion  muft  be  giv*n 
his  charming  world,  this  handfome  work  of  Hear'h ! 
who,  regardful  of  the  courtier  throng, 
y  Kings,  and  Lords,  and  Commons,  tun^d  the  fong; 
dc  Tom*  no  more  indulge  the  golden  dream, 
id  kindly  wifli'd  his  wit  a  zvi/er  theme ; 
ruck  to  the  lime  and  mortar  Knight  f  the  ftring, 
id  hail'd  of  butterflies  the  nurfing  king,  J 
ho,  fcorning  funs  and  moons,  with  happier  ^yes 
itiolis  from  dunghills  purple  Emp'rors§  rifci 

B  b  2  More 

•  Mr.  Wartom  t  ^^^  William  Chambers. 

X  Sir  Jofcph  Banks.         5  A  rare  fpccics  of  butterfly. 
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More  bleft  on  this  our  earth  a  frog  to  fee. 
To  find  a  cocklelhell,  and  boil  a  flea,* 
Than  dwell  in  yonder  fkies,  with  glory  crown'd. 
Where  frogs,  nor  fleas,  nor  cocklclhclls  abound  i 
More  blefl:  to  mark  a  bat's  than  angel's  wing. 
To  hear  a  grafshopper  than  fcraph  fmg; 
More  pleas'd  to  view  (if  rumour  juftly  paints) 
The  tails  of  tadpoles  than  the  heads  of  faints; 
And  hear  (to  fame  if  credence  may  be  giv'n) 
One  huaiming-bird  than  all  the  hoft  of  heav'n  3 
I,  who  to  men  of  canvafs  ftruck  the  lyre. 
And  fet  with  rhyme  th'  Academy  on  fire;t 
O'er  Mount  Pamafliis,  Jovc-like,  caft  my  fhoej 
At  poets  fmil'd,  and  poetcfles  too; 
Preferred  the  ballads  Of  the  good  Old  Bailey, 
To  all  the  cold  pompofities  of  Hayley, 
Whofe  rhymes,  J  as  foon  as  litter'd,  join  the  heaps, 
Where  'midft  her  Ihadowy  gulph  Oblivion  flecps: 

So 

•  Sec  the  Ode  at  page  393. 

t  [The  Academy  on  fre,"]  i.  e.  produced  an  emsJatfOM  tmov^ 
the  ingenious  artifts.  This  paflage  fcemed  to  want  an  explall^ 
lion,  ns  an  illiberal  reader  might  have  imagined  that  I  meiat 
that  my  academic  odes  had  put  the  members  into  a  vioIeMt  fafftti 
an  idea  fo  rcry  foreign  to  my  wifhes. 

t  Such  is  really  the  prefcnt  fank  condition  of  this  l^ij^ 
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So  deepb  who  fcarce  can  dive  into  himfelf ! 
So  lofty,  too,  the  tenant  of  the  fhelf ! 
Now  ftiffer  than  recruits  fo  raw  at  drill ; 
^OYf  petU-maUre  of  the  Mufes  hill: 
Ij  who  to  grave  Reviewers  figh'd  my  pray'r, 
Submiflive  bending  at  the  critic  chair; 
And,  blufhing,  begg'd  one  little  laurel  fprig. 
To  bring  importance,  and  adorn  my  wig : 
,  1,  who  Sam  Whitbread's  brewhoufe  prais'd  m  fong> 
So  highly  honour'd  by  the  Royal  throng; 
Bcrhym'd  a  goodly  Monarch  ^nd  his  fpoufe, 
Mifs  Whitbread's  curtfies,  Mifter  Whitbread's  bows. 
Amounting,  hift'ry  fays,  to  many  a  fcore. 
Such,  too,  as  Chifwell-Street  ne'er  faw  before; 
Not  e'en  forgetting,  with  my  claffic  force. 
The  Brewer's  bulldog,  and  his  marv'ling  horfe ; 
The  curious  draymen  into  puncheons  creeping. 
And,  charm'd  with  greatnefs,  through  the  bung-holes 
I,  who  to  Pitt  the  chords  in  anger  ftruck,    [peeping : 
Who  whelm'd  his  Prince  fo  gracefully  with  muck; 
Lycurgus  Pitt,  whofe  penetrating  eyes 
Behold  the  fount  of  freedom  in  excife'^^ 
Whofe  patriot  logic  poflibly  maintains 
Th'  identity  of  liberty  and  chains ; 

B  b  3  I  wlio 
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I,  who  of  Leeds  and  Hawkefb*ry  dcign*d  to  fing, 
The  bleflcd  fev'rites  of  a  bleffed  ♦  ♦  ♦  ♦ ; 
High  on  the  lab'ring  pinions  of  an  ode, 
Heav'd  BrudencU's  folly,  what  a  leaden  load ! 
Brudenell  who  bids  us  all  the  proverb  feel, 
«^  The  largeft  calves  are  not  the  fwcctcft  veal:" 
I,  who  on  fuch  fiibjedts  dei^'d  to  fhinc. 
Now  tunc  to  once  a  Printer*s  Dbv'l  the  line; 
But  now  no  more  a  dev*l — with  Atlas  nuen> 
The  great  fupporter  of  a  Magazine  j* 
No  more,  no  more  ^  dev*l  with  humble  air. 
But  fit  companion  for  our  great  Lord  May'r  ! 
How  like  the  worm  which  crawls  at  firft  the  earth] 
But,  getting  a  new  coat,  difdains  its  birth  j 
Spreads  its  gold  tiffue  to  the  folar  ray. 
And  wings  o*cr  trjces  and  tow'rs  its  airy  way ! 

With  anger  foaming,  and  of  vengeance  full^ 
Why  belloweth  John  Nichols  like  a  bull? 
Say,  Goddefs,  could  a  few  poetic  ftripes 
Make  John,  fp  furious,  kick  about  his  types; 


•  The  GentlemaH\  as  it  is  modcftly  called ;  to  whofe  gn 
Miller  Hay  ley  is  a  conftant  contributor,  in  the  way  oUngi 
jrh  jme  and  liberal  criticifm. 
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ji  round  his  pandemonium  like  a  top, 
d,  thundering,  to  its  centre  (hake  the  fhop  ? 
aid  Satire's  twig  produce  fo  dire  a  din  ? 
d  dwells  fuch  foftncfs  in  a  printer's  (kin  ? 

Uib'ral !  never,  never  have  1  faid. 

It  thou  wert  not  an  honeft  man  in  trade ! 

ether  from  principle  or  jail  difmay 

ings  thy  morality,  we  dare  not  fay ; 

:e  jails,  thofe  iron  agents  of  the  law, 

p  many  a  gracelefs  rogue  in  pious  awe. 

,  fon  of  ink,  devoutly  let  us  hope 

)u  lov'ft  a  virtue  more  than  dread'ft  a  rope^-,    . 

^,  to  thy  honour  let  me  this,  declare, 

nnake  the  rigid  fons  of  confciencc  ftare, 

t  when  thou  money  lendeft,  fuch  thy  purity, 

jfting  had,  thou  feekeft  good  fecurity* 

in'd  for  ever,  John,  to  ukc  thy  part, 

IS  have  I  pour'd  the  diftates  of  my  heart : 

'  *midft  a  vulgar  mafs  his  ftars  unkind 

[ave  placed  moft  niggardly  a  pigmy  mind, 

ris  not  John's  fault — John  fhould  not  blufli  for 

lis  parfimonious  planets  are  to  blame.       [fhame  i 

Jhax  though  in  Wisdom's  crucible  his  head, 

rove  that  it  dealeth  lefs  in  gold  than  lead : 

B  b  4  "  Unfkiliy 
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*'  Unflciird  on  claflic  ground  to  cut  a  caper, 

'*  Yet  knoweth  John  the  price  of  print  and  paper: 

*'  His  nice  difcerning  knowledge  none  deny, 

^^  On  crown,  imperial,  fool's-cap,  and  demy. 

^*  On  blanket,  fheepflcins,*  urine,  John  can /&*«*•• 

**  Myfelf  would  take  his  fentiments  on  ink ; 

•*  Myfelf  would  take  his  fentiments  on  letters: 

^^  On  fyllables,  indeed,  I'd  a(k  his  betters. 

^^  The  meaneji  mortal  let  us  not  deride : 

•^  Lo !  beafts  of  burden  oft  muft  be  our  guide ; 

*'  Yes,  through  the  dark  and  unknown  tracks  of  cour^ 

"  I  yield  up  all  opinion  to  my  horfe." 

Truth,  let  fair  Truth  for  ever  rule  my  rhymes! 

Tm  told  this  lady  vifits  thee  fomerimes ! 

How  kind !  how  humble !  thus  the  God  of  -day 

Deigns  to  a  mudpool  to  inripart  his  ray ! 

Amidfl:  the  paflions  roar,  a  clam'rous  hoft. 

Oft  is  the  gentle  voice  of  Reason  loft ! 

How  try'ft  thou,  butcher-like,  to  carve  my  work, 

And  treat  each  fweet-foul'd  ftanza,  like  a  Turk ! 

From  fuch  fad  readers  Heav'n  the  Mufe  proteft, 

Proud  to  find  fault,  and  raptur'd  with  defeft ! 

Yet,  though  thou  frown'ft  on  Peter's  every  line, 

Bcliold  the  difference,  John  !  he /miles  on  tbine. 

•  NeccfTary  for  making  Printers  balls. 
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Say  not  I  hate  each  man  of  vcrfe  and  profc ; 
I  revVence  genius,  John,  where'er  it  grows : 
Whene'er  it  beams  through  Ignorance's  nighty 
I  mark  the  ftranger  with  as  keen  delight 
As  looks  the  Pilgrim  on  Baflbra's  tow'rs. 
Her  ftrcams,  ambrofial  blooms,  and  myrtle  bow'rsj 
Who,  long  deny'd  of  Hope's  fweet  cup  to  taftc. 
Had  figh'd  amidft  the  folitary  wafte. 

Blame  not  the  Bard,  thou  man  of  lettered  pride. 
Who,  taking  not  Dame  Prudence  for  thy  guide, 
Didft  done  the  poet's  manfion  like  an  2S^^ 
Forgetting  that  thy  own  was  made  of  glafe* 
Know,  John-,  that  paffion  maketh  man  a  fwinc: 
Know  this,  and  bid  thy  conduft  copy  mine. 
When  deeming  me  a  Saracen  in  heart. 
Why,  fimple  John,  attempt  my  road  to  thwart? 
Amidft  thy  walks,  fliould  bullies  meet  thine  eye,  . 
Composedly  let  thofe  bulHes  pafs  thee  by. 
To  buttling  bravoes,*  for  my  eafe  and  pride, 
/give  the  wall,  and  fmlling  turn  alide. 
Thus,  if  a  rock  or  log  the  ftream  oppofe. 
That  fweetly  lambent  from  its  fountain  flows. 
No  foamy  turbulence  the  rills  betray. 
But,  eafy  yielding,  wind  in  peace  away. 

My 
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My  hate  of  courtiers,  how  dune  anger  drew ! 
I  own  I  loathe  St.  James's  fervile  crew : 
Where'er  the  fmiles  of  royalty  arc  found. 
The  lazy  clan  of  courtiers  crouch  around : 
Thus,  on  the  country  towns  when  Phcebus  fhines, 
Amidftthe  radiance  ev*ry  cur  reclines; 
And  lo !  negle&flil  of  the  mice  and  rats. 
Each  ftreet  prefcnts  us  with  a  line  of  cats* 

Truth  needs  not,  John,  the  eloquence  of  oaths. 
Not  more  fo  than  a  decent  fuit  of  clothes 
Requires  of  broad  gold  lace  th'  expenfive  glarcj 
That  makes  the  linfey-woolfy  million  ftarc : 
Befides,  a  proverb,  fliited  to  my  wiih,* 
Declares  that  fwearing  never  catcheth  fiih. 
*Tis  vulgar — I  have  faid  it  o'er  and  o'erj 
Then  keep  thy  temper,  man,  and  fwear  no  more; 
Struck,  nay,  half-petrihed,  that  Bankls  fhould  daie, 
Indecent  fellow !  ravifh  Newton's  chair; 
Mock  fuch  as  Wisdom's  facrcd  mines  explorCj 
And  kick  the  Arts  and  Sciences  to  door; 
Making  (methinks  a  monftrous  impropriety) 
A  fly-club  of  a  great  and  fam'd  Society: 
The  Mufe,  with  virtuous  mdignation  ftung. 
In  rhyme's  ftrong  chains  the  brazen  culprit  hung; 

4  When, 
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When,  with  the  fury  of  a  thoufand  foes, 

Howl'd  the  wild  tempcft  of  thy  verfe  and  profe  I 

Shock'd  that  an  idle  goffip.  Madam  Thrale,* 

/^d  he,t  a  feather.  Genius  in  thy  fcalc. 

High  panting  for  the  echo  of  a  name, 

Should  meanly  crucify  poor  Johnson's  fame; 

I^wn  I  glow*d  with  more  than  mortal  ire. 

And  fix'd  to  Satire's  fcourge  my  fharpeft  wire; 

When  lo !  the  poet*s  vifage  to  begrime. 

Forth  rufh'd  thy  muddy  fluice  of  profe  and  rhyme: 

For  this,  againft  my  will,  indeed  with  tears, 

I  fhow'd  a  grinning  land  thy  afs's  ears. 

Fir*d  that  the  Mufe  fhould  daringly  fuggeft 
How  Ibrs  have  beam'd  upon  the  blackeft  breaft  % 
Jufl  like  their  heav'nly  coufins  all  fo  bright. 
O'er  the  dark  mande  of  old  mother  Night  ; 
Should  hint  (by  Fortune's  wild  vagaries  plac'd) 
r^l^t  Crowns  may  fed  themfelves  at  times  difgrac'di 
To  take  a  King's  and  courtiers  part  fo  prone. 
Full  at  my  forehead  didft  thou  fling  the  (lone; 
But  thanks  to  Phoebus,  who  fecur'd  my  crown. 
No  David  thou,  to  bring  Goliah  down  1 

Griev'd 

•  Now  Nfadam  Piozzi.  f  Mr.  James  Bofwell. 
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Gricv'd  that  th'  ambitious  Mufe  a  Prince  fhouU 
Whole  name  difFuIes  luftre  o'er  her  lays ;  [praii^ 

A  Prince  whofe  only  fault  is  want  of  art, 
Whofc  horrid  vice,  benevolence  of  heart  j 
Which  little  abjeft  fouls  profufion  call. 
And  o'er  each  aftion  vainly  fpit  their  gall : 
Griev'd  that  the  Mufe  attacked  with  fcorn  a  MaK, 
Unlucky  form'd  on  Nature's  hungry  plan; 
Who,  lord  of  millions,  trembles  for  his  flore^ 
And  fears  to  give  a  farthing  to  the  poor ; 
Proclaims  that  penury  will  be  his  fate. 
And,  fcowling,  looks  on  charity  with  hate; 
Whofe  matchlefs  avarice  is  meat  and  drink> 
That  dreads  to  fpill  a  fingle  drop  of  ink; 
On  each  fuperfluous  letter  vents  a  figh. 
And  faves  the  litde  dot  upon  an  /; 
Happy  e'en  Nature's  tendereft  ties  to  flight. 
And  vilely  rob  an  offspring  of  his  right: 
Forth  rufh*d  thy  venom — harmlefs,  too,  it  flow^i 
For  man  defies  the  poifon  of  a  toad  j 
Vex*d  that  the  Mufe  (as  if  flie  utter'd  treafon) 
Should  try  to  bring  poor  Boswell  back  to  rcafon; 
(Herculean  toil,  to  keep  fuch  folly  under!) 
Loud  from  thy  head's  dark  cloud  I  felt  thy  thunder- 

When 


\ 
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When,  mad  t'induce  the  world  to  deem  thee  v/ifc. 
Thou  ftar'dft  dirough  fpeftacles  with  fapient  cycsj 
Say,  did  I  cry,  th'  impoftor  to  expoie, 
**  See  John's  whole  (lock  of  wifdom  on  his  nofe!**  ' 
Cat-like^  bccaufe  the  world  my  lyrics  read. 
Thine  envy  claw'd  the  laurel  on  my  head ; 
Yet  claw'd  I  not  again,  with  cat-like  fplecn. 
The  drooping  leaves  of  thy  fad  Magazine : 
Touch'd  not  thy  trafli,  nor  Hayley's  tinfel  ftuffj 
Nor  frefh,  ftale,  new  antiquities  of  Gouch  ;♦ 
Indeed  I'm  tendcr-confcienc'd  on  thaf  fcorc. 
And  learn  to  look  with  pity  on  the  poor : 
No  Mohawk  I,  in  fccnes  of  horror  bred, 
I  fcorn  to  fcalp  the  dying  or  the  dead  j 
Yet  well  thou  knowcft  that,  with  trifling  toil,  • 
On  Satire's  gridir'n  I  could  bid  thee  broil- 
Turn  tuneful  butcher,  cut  thee  into  quarters. 
And  give  thee,  John,  for  one  of  Folly's  martyrs. 
I  fee  thy  vanity  in  all  its  fulncfs  j 
The  turbot,  ven'fon  of  afpiring  dulnefs  I 
And  let  me,  O  rare  epicure,  remark. 
That  thou  haft  got  a  gullet  like  a  Ihark. 

^^  A  maga- 

•  A  maker  of  antiquities,  and  one  of  Sir  Jofcph  Banks's 
•opper-farthinjT  oracles,  and  conftant  tea  and  toaft  me»« 
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Myfclf  as  merciful  as  man  can  be, 
I  grieve  to  find  that  mercy  not  in  tbee. 
Behold,  amidft  their  fhort'ning,  panting  breath, 
JPoor  fouls !  the  dying  dread  thee  more  than  death: 
«  Oh !  fave  us  from  John  Nichols  !**  is  the  cry, 
««  Let  not  that  death-hunter  know  where  we  lies 
«'  What  in  delirium  from  our  lips  may  fall, 
"  Oh!  hide— our  letters,  burn  them,  burn  them  all! 
"  Oh !  let  not  from  the  tomb  our  ghofh  complain! 
«*  O  Jefu !  we  fhall  foon  be  up  agdn ; 
**  Condemned,  alas !  to  grin  with  grifly  miens 
"  *Midft  the  pale  horrors  of  his  Magazine; 
«*  Like  felons  firft  in  Newgate-ballads  fung, 
"  Then  (giv'n  to  Infamy)  on  Hounflow  hung!" 
Know,  when  thou  took'fl  of  Ariflarch  the  chair. 
My  eyes  expanded  only  to  a  flare : 
Softly,  indeed,  unto  myfelf,  I  figh'd, 
**  Johnson,*  thy  place  is  d— nably  fupply*d: 
*'  Not  that  I  think  this  idol  of  the  million, 
**  Longinus,  Ariflotle,  or  Quintilian ; 
**  Who  gives  (againft  found  tafte  fo  apt  to  fin) 
**  A  pyramid's  importance  to  a  pin  j 

«  On 

*  The  late  Dr.  Johnfon  foperlntended  this  Magazine ;  a  poft 
of  honour  and  profit  afluxned  afterwards  by  Mifter  John  Nichok. 


TO    JOHN    NICHOLS4  JI3 

On  tv'ry  theme,  alike  his  pompous  ait^ 
The  general  conflagrat:\on  or  a  f— ^." 

When  into  Fame's  feir  dome,  t*infult  her  throat, 
k)  free,  as  if  the  houfe  had  been  thy  own, 
rhou  dar'dft  to  fhove  a  vile  conundrum  crew. 
Fellows  whom  Phoebus  nor  the  Mufes  knew; 
Jpcak,  did  I  tell  the  Nation  with  my  pen. 
How  Fame  in  anger  kick'd  them  out  agcn; 
Threw  at  their  heads  the  lumber  of  their  braias, 
Said  caird  thee  a  pert  puppy  for  thy  pains  ? 
5n  fuch  mark'd  impudence  did  I  harangue, 
^nd  give  to  public  fcorn  the  pigmy  gang  ? 
hort  are  the  hours  that  fmuggled  praifc  can  laft, 
^n  echo,  a  poor  meretricious  blaft  j 
k"  fudden  guft  that  bids  old  ruins  ftare, 
^nd,  howling,  whirls  a  feather  through  the  air. 
Latt'ry,  a  little  fly  deceiving  lafs, 
Vith  fmile  rcfiftlefs,  and  a  front  of  brafs, 
hall  reign,  perchance,  the  idol  of  a  dayj 
^hen,  like  a  batter'd  harridan,  decay ; 
Vhilft  Truth,  unfading,  lifts  the  head  fublimc, 
i.nd  dares  the  formidable  rage  of  Time. 
Thou  dragon  of  th*  Hefperian  fruit,  call'd  fraife^ 
Vhofc  leatlier-ftretching  confcience  intereft  fways; 

Shame, 
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Shame^  that^  through  fordid  avarice  and  (pleedf 
None  taftej  but  fuch  as  cram  thy  Magazine  I 
Charm'd  as  a  child  whofc  doting  eye  regards 
Its  invitation  of  Saint  Paul's  with  cards  i 
When,  fir*d  by  Plutarch's  venerable  name, 
Whofe  genius  rais'd  a  pyranud  to  &me. 
Thou  gav'ft  of  Bowyer's  life  a  goffip's  ftory. 
And  only  rear'dft  a  dunghill  to  thy  glory  j 
I  raird  not  at  thine  infant  emulation. 
Nor  fpread  thy  weaknefs,  John,  around  the  nadoni 
Nay,  griev*d  was  I,  as  all  the.  world  can  tell. 
That  thou  fhouldft  write  a  book^  that  would  not 

When,  torturing  the  poor  gamut  Wild  and  loud. 
Thou  fcrap'dft  harfh  difcoals  on  thy  Mufc's  crowd; 
What  though  I  ftopp'd  my  ears  with  all  my  pow'rs, 
I  mourn'd  the  labour  of  thy  tunclefs  hours. 
Oft  have  I  whifper'd  to  myfelf,  "  Enough 
**  Of  this  moft  tirefome  fellow's  monthly  ftuff: 

if  Pan, 

•  Unfortunately  for  poor  John,  every  book  that  he  has  pab* 
lifhcd  has  been  poflefTed  of  fo  much  of  the  vtj  inertia  as  nott<> 
be  able  (to  ufe  the  bookfcllcr's  phrafc)  to  move  ef\  witsedl  tkc 
Life  of  Old  Bowyer,  the  gutting.*?  of  old  Magazines  and  Li(to' 
Diaries,  called  Mifcellanies,  the  Progrefles  of  Queen  Elifflibetk 
editions  of  trafh  of  every  denomination,  ^c,  &c. 
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*  A  magazine !  a  pedlar's,  huckfter^s  Ihop, 

*  That  harbours  brulh,  and  cabbage-net,  and  mop, 

*  Pan,  gridiron,  button,  buckle,  bodkin,  bead, 

'*  Tape,  turnip,  malkins,  nightcaps  green  and  red, 

•*  Pins,  pipkins,  garters,  oatmeal,  Jordan,  difh, 

^*  Stale  loaves,  and  rufty  nails,  and  ftinking  fifli  /' 

Yet  bade  I  not  the  world  its  laughs  prepare. 

To  meet  thy  miferable  monthly  ware : 

Nay,  man,  IVe  prats' d  thee — for  example,  laid, 

^*  Lo !  in  his  cumbrous  magazine  difplay'd 

^*  Once  in  a  year  a  verfe  to  raife  our  wonder, 

^*  Which  proves  that  John  may  make  a  lucky  blunder : 

^*  How  like  the  heavy  mountain,  on  whofe  fide 

^*  A  daify  darts  in  folitary  pride  V* 

Lo !  from  ebriety  their  fons  to  fave. 

The  Greeks  oft  fhow*d  the  lads  a  drunken  flave : 

f  thus  might  thee,  O  gingling  John,  difplay, 

\  fad  example  in  the  rhyming  way 

Por  printers  and  their  demons  to  avoid, 

Whofe  labours  might  more  wifely  be  employM ; 

3ut  Pity  fweetly  whifpers  in  my  ear, 

*  Expofe  not  childhood  that  deferves  a  tear; 

*  Set  not  the  roaring  lion  at  a  rat, 

*  Nor  call  down  tliunder  to  deftroy  a  gnat." 

Vol.  II.  Cc  When 
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When  mad  for  honours* — foftly  have  I  faid,  • 

*^  What  imp  could  put  it  in  the  Printer*s  head  I 

^^  Oh !  may  the  fates  the  maniac  over-rule, 

"  For  titles  cannot  dignify  a  fool !" 

Complain  not  that  IVe  wrong'd  thy  reputation^ 

By  calling  thee  the Jilliefi  in  the  nation; 

No,  John,  be  comforted — ^it  cannot  bej 

I  think  I  know  a  few  that  equal  thee. 

Swear,  fwear  not  that  IVe  faid,  to  wound  thy  feme, 

That  hirelings  wrote  each  work  which  bears  thy  namcj 

How  falfe !  I  know  thou  wroteft  many  a  line ; 

Lo !  all  the  blunders  of  the  books  are  thine. 

A  literary  jackdaw  thou,  god  wot ! 

Yet  by  that  thievifh  name  I  call'd  thee  not: 

A  carrion  crow  that  lives  upon  the  dead ; 

Yet  hawk-like  pounc'd  I  not  upon  thy  head : 

A  daring  coiner;  lo !  I  let  thee  pafs. 

Nor  once  impeach'd  thy  literary  brafs } 

Speak 

•  John's  ambition  to  be  a  Common-coimcil  man  was  violent 
for  a  long  time ;  great  were  the  pains  ufed^  manifold  were  the 
contrivances  employed^  and  prodigious  was  the  intereft  made 
fer  the  obtention  of  this  honoun— A  vacancy  happening  in  Far- 
ringdon  Ward,  John's  more  lucky  genius  prevailed,  and  Wi 
wifhes  were  gratified;  thus  is  he  in  the  way  of  being  what  I 
have  in  an  ode  prophefied  of  Mr.  Au^oneer  Skinner, 

**  If  things  go  f«r, 

<(  Proud  London*!  proud  Lord  Ma>*r.** 
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— whciij  enamoured  of  thy  monthly  hafh^ 
clapp'dft  another  fixpcnce  on  thy  trafh^ 
lidft  thou  hear  me  in  a  paflSon  roar^ 
J  ever  impudence  like  this  before?'* 

of  making  in  th'  affair  a  fufs> 
I  foliloquy  I  whifpcr'd  thus: 
►V  bleft  the  fool  !  he  thinks  he  all  things  knows! 
h  joy  he  wakes,  with  joy  his  eyelids  ciofc ; 
s'd  through  the  world  to  Ipread  his  own  renown, 
h  calm  contempt  he  looks  on  others  down  j 
and  his  own  dear  works  th'  eternal  theme, 
daily  idol,  and  his  nightly  dream ; 
ice-envied  Being,  whom  no  tongue  can  wound, 
Bride's  impenetrable  armour  bound ! 
V  much  in  happinefs  beyond  the  wisb, 
3  view  the  greateft  men  with  pitying  eyes  j 
•  human  imbecillity  who  groan, 

figh  to  think  how  little's  to  be  known  !** 
)  not  to  the  Mufes  hill  refort, 
.  dull  brute!* —  a  bumpkin  'midft  a  court: 
irodier  council  crack  the  clumfy  joke, 
beer  and  brandy,  bread  and  cheefe,  and  fmokc; 
d  the  ladder  to  the  clouds  below, 
ordinary  men  of  twopence  go^ 

Cc  2  Where 

;  fable  of  the  Gentleman,  the  Afs,  and  the  Lapdog. 
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Where  vagrtot  knives  and  forks  are  bound  in  chainii 

And  never  tablecloth  is  fpoil'd  by  ftains ; 

Wherej  in  the  board's  black  hole>  (fuperb  defignl) 

Pepper  and  fait  in  niatrimony  join; 

And  in  another  hol^  with  &own  and  finile. 

Much  too  like  marriage,  vmegar  and  oil  !<*-« 

Where  for  a  towel  (economic  thought !) 

A  monftrous  mallifi^  after  dinner  brought^ 

Complacent  wdts  on  Gentlemen'%  commands^ 

And  yields  his  back  of  fhag  to  wipe  their  hands—* 

Such  is  the  fcene  where  thou  (houldfl:  ever  fitj 

Form*d  to  thy  tafte,  and  fuited  to  thy  wit. 

Deal  not  in  Hift'ry ;  often  have  I  faid 

*Twll  prove  a  moft  unprofitstble  trade : 

Talk  not  of  Painting,  for  thou  know'ft  her  not; 

Such  coy  acquaintance  will  not  boil  thy  pot: 

Nor  make  ftrong  love  to  Music ;  'tis  a  Dame 

Who  fmiles  not  on  the  fouls  of  earth,  but  flame. 

Pufh  not  thy  brain  to  thought — thou  canft  not  think: 

From  mctaphyfics  fhould  thy  genius  (brink  I 

To  thee  fuperior,  fee  the  Goddess  rife. 

And  hide  her  lofty  head  amidft  the  Ikies  I 

Behold  eternal  mift  her  beauties  ftiroud. 

And  'tis  not  thy  weak  eye  can  pierce  the  cloud. 

5  Cuis'd 
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jrs'd  wiA  the  common  furor  of  inditing, 
St  if  thy  head  poffcfs  the  mange  of  writing; 
D  with  biography  and  cool  thy  rage, 
m  lives  that  cannot  well  cMlgrace  thy  page; 
efcribe  whom  cv*ry  nobler  virtue  curies. 
Pair  who  mump^  with  millions  in  their  puries* 
loftier  fubjedts  thy  ambition  call, 
^  fing  the  flaring  giants  of  GuildhalK 


^  Poet  complainetb  of  the  cruelty  of  A vthorSj 
Authoresses,  i7;/i/i&^  Blue-stocking  Club» 

ELEGY    TO    APOLLO* 

^rREAT  are  my  enemies  in  trade,  God  knows  I 
There's  not  a  poet  but  would  ftop  my  note; 
^ith  fuch  a  world  of  fpite  their  venom  flow^ 
With  fuch  good-will  the  knaves  would  cut  my  throat* 

et  how  have  I  offended,  Phcebus,  fay. 
To  get  fo  much  ill-blood,  fuch  curling  looks  ? 
it  becaufe  my  more  ambitious  lay 
Difdains  to  vifit  trunk-makers  and  cooks  ? 

C  c  3  With 
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With  theirs  to  vifit  grocers,  and  tiic  men 
Who  fortune,  m  that  weed  tobacco,  ice  5 

From  thence  come  deeply  laden  back  agcn. 
With  fugar,  pigtsul,  pepper,  and  rappee  ? 

The  man  of  words,  of  ililt-fupported  phrafe. 
The  glift*ring  Hayley  fcoms  whatever  I  write; 

This  Will-o*wifp  of  verfe  difdains  my  lays ; 

Tales,  Odes,  nor  Loufiads,  yield  the  Icaft  delight  I 

So  lofty y  yet  in  ware  fo  humbly  dealing ! 

So  claflically  taftelefs !  big  with  nought! 
So  tender,  yet  fo  deftitutc  of  feeling ! 

So  fentimental  too,  without  a  thought  I 

I  fee  the  band  of  Blue-stockings  arife, 

Hiftoric,  critic,  and  poetic  dames ! 
^his  lifts  her  palms,  and  that  her  marvelling  eyes. 

And  fqueaks,  «  The  fellow's  ftuflF  fhould  fed  the 
flames^ 

•'  Such  is  the  way  his  works  Ihould  come  to  &]fi&/."-- 
Thus  rail  thofe  dames  of  claffic  erudition  1 

Thus,  leagu'd  with  Wit,  unmerciful  they  bite 
Thy  fev'ritc  Bard,  O  Phcebus,  and  Phyfidan! 

And 
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Lnd  now  I  hear  a  fcorc  in  union  bawl. — 
•*  In  cold  contempt  fhall  poor  Piozzi  figh  ? 

*  Miss  Hannah  More  into  oblivion  fell? 
**  Dear  Mistress  Montague  neglefted  lie? 

^*  Thofe  rich  Corinthian  pillars  of  our  club, 

*'  Sink  to  the  ground  fo  vile,  with  duft  bcfpread  j 

"  Whilft  b^,  of  modey  poetry  the  Scrub,* 
"  Erefts,  Coloflus-like,  his  brazen  head  | 

*'  Oh !  let  the  fcuUion  ufe  his  vapid  book 
*'  Inftead  of  difliclouts,  when  her  hands  Ihe  wipes ! 

"  Oh !  let  the  kindled  leaves  aflift  the  cook, 
*'  And  of  old  waflierwomen  light  the  pipes !" 

Thus  in  my  condemnation  they  agree. 

The  mighty  doud-capp^J  petticoated  wise  ; 

Whilft  pleas'd  (as  confcious  of  the  juft  decree) 
In  proud  difdain  their  fnuflf-clad  nofcs  rife ! 

The  Mifles  fad  of  elegy,  my  foes. 

Say  my  rude  genius  wants  the  genuine  fire ; 

Bald  half  my  rhymes,  my  verfcs  mcafur'd  profc : 
That  bears  would  better  touch  the  Mufe's  lyre. 

C  c  4  ''  The 

•  The  Poet  here  moft  fancifully  alludeth  to  Mr.  Scrub, 
the  fervant  of  all  work,  in  Farqohar'f  play  of  the  Beaux 
^ratagem* 
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The  riddle  and  conundrum  mongers  cry, 

*'  Pfliaw !  d-mn  his  Lyrics,  Lx)ufiads — d-mn  'cm  all: 

^*  His  ftrcngth  in  fields  diarian  dares  he  try  ? 
•^  Soon  would  the  Almanack  record  his  fall !" 

Thus  with  dread  voice  my  enemies  exclaim ! 

Thus  am  I  doom'd  to  gulp  the  bitter  pill ! 
Themfelves,  *^fair  traders  oi^t  Mount,"  they  name; 

But  me  z  /muggier  on  thy  facred  hill  ! 

God  of  us  Lyrics,  fhall  I  rouze  my  rhyme. 
Confound  the  gang,  and  vindicate  my  lay  5 

Or  calmly  leave  them  to  devouring  Time, 
Who  dineth  on  fuch  witlings  every  day  ? 


Adif. 
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mtcnt,  mingled  with  fome  grumblings  amongft  the  more 
[htened  members  of  the  Roy  a  l  See  i  b  t  Y«  on  account  of  Sir 
ph's  non-commonication  of  wifdom  to  the  Royal  Joar« 
,  fpurred  the  Knight  on  at  laft   (without  the  help  of 
am's  Angel)  to  open  his  mouth.— He  told  an  intimate 
id  that  he  had  made  a  difcorery  that  would  aftonilh  the 
Id^  enrich  the  Journals,  and  render  himfelf  immortal— 
the  moil  important  confidence  and  philofophic  folemnit)r» 
ffirmed  that  he  was  upon  the  very  eve  of  proving  what  had 
:r  entered  into  the  ibnl  of  man,  viz.  that  Pleas  were 
flers — that  Jonas  Dryander  was  ordered  to  colled 
en  hundred  Fleas,  and  boil  them ;  which,  if  they  changed 
lie  fine  crimfon  of  the  Lobfter,  would  put  the  identity  of 
fpecies  beyond  the  poffibility  of  doubt.  At  length  the  beds 
Jie  Prefident  were  ranfacked  by  his  Flea-crimp,  honeft 
r  AS— fifteen  hundred  of  the  hopping  inhabitants  were 
ght,  and  pafled  the  dreadful  ordeal  of  boiling  water; 
li  what  fuccefs,  O  gentle  Reader,  the  Qde  will  infonn  thee* 
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AND 

THE    BOILED    FLEAS. 

^ST  be  the  man  who  thought  upon  a  coU^e, 

market  of  all  forts  of  knowledge, 

*h*  emporium,  as  we  clalfic  people  fay: 

,  be  upon  focieties  who  thought, 

learning's  ftock  a  deal  of  treafure  brought^ 

dragging  Obscurity  (o  deep  to  dayi 

Making 
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Making  the  dame  turn  out  her  bag. 

Concealed  beneath  her  inky  cloak ; 
Examining  the  fmalleft  rag, 

Blacken'd  by  Time's  moft  facred  finokc; 

To  ufe  a  Jimile  a  little  rough. 
Stripping  dame  Nature  to  her  very  buffi 
Or,  to  be  fomwhat  more  in  Ipeech  rcfin'd. 
By  dint  of  pow'rs  of  eye  and  mind, 
Enlight'ning  what  through  darknefs  might  elcapc; 
Embroid'ring  thus  with  filver  (pangles,  crape. 

The  mention  of  focieties  recalls 
Of  Somerfet*  the  lofty  walls, 

The  hive  where  fam'd  Sir  Joseph  reigns  Queen  Bcc 
Though  men,  to  whom  Sir  Joseph  is  not  known, 
Moft  certainly  muft  take  him  for  a  drone  -, 

Whofe  face,  by  floven  Nature's  hard  decree. 
Seems  form'd  fair  ladies  pockets  to  alarm,  J 
Rather  than  fteal  fair  ladies  hearts  by  charm. 

Well !  fo  much  for  Sir  Joseph's  face. 
And  eke  about  the  hive-like  place. 

Where  fam'd  Sir  Joseph  reigns  Queen  Bcc: 
And  verily  Queen  Bee's  a  proper  name ; 
For,  Reader,  know  it  is  a  royal  dame. 

Who  to  her  fubjefts  iffueth  decrees 

Sendeth 
*  Tbe  Royal  Society  hold  their  meetingi  there. 
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leth  her  fubjects  caft  and  weft, 
pitch  on  flowers  and  weeds  the  beft, 
nd  bring  fweet  trcafurc  to  the  hive; 
kccpcth,  too,  of  gentlemen  a  band, 
fay  fbft  things  and  flatter,  kifs  her  hand, 
S/^ho  eat  the  honey  for  fuch  deeds,  and  thrive. 

fosEPH  has  his  flatterers,  too,  in  hand, 

iTho  fay  fbft  things — yea,  very  Joft  indeed, 

which  the  gentle  flatt'ring  band 

rain  butter'd  toaft,  fweet  Flatt'ry's  oily  meed. 

\rl  for  novelty  wherever  it  lies, 
nofles,  fleas,  or  cocklefhells,  or  flies, 
ir  Joseph  ever  feeks  for  fomething  new; 
this,  whene'er  he  fits,  he  gravely  talks, 
i¥hilft  he  eats,  or  drinks,  or  runs,  or  walks, 
jnidft  his  royal  and  attendant  crew, 

E  morning,  at  his  houfe  in  Soho-Square, 
with  a  folemn,  awc-mfpiring  air, 
imidft  fome  royal  fycophants  he  fat; 
ft  manfully  their  mafticators  ufing, 
ft  plcalantly  their  greafy  -mouths  amufing 
Vith  coflTee,  butter'd  toaft,  and  birds-ncft  chat; 

4  In 
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In  Jonas  Dryander,  the  fav'rite,  came^ 
Who  manufafhires  all  Sir  Joseph's  &me^ 

"  Whatluck?"  Sir  Joseph  bawrd— *'fay,  Jonas,fiqf  * 
•*  I've  boil'd  juft  fifteen  hundred/'  Jonas  whin'dj  \ 
^  The  dev'l  a  one  change  colour  could  I  find,"— 

Intelligence  creating  dire  difinay ! 

Then  Jonas  curs'd,  with  many  a  wicked  wilh. 
Then  Ihow'd  the  ftubbom  fleas  wthin  the  dilh. 
^  How !"  roar'd  the  Prefident,  and  backward  B- 
**  There  goes,  then,  my  hypothefis  to  hell !" — 

And  now  his  head  in  deep  defp^r  he  fhook; 
Now  clos'd  his  eyes  j  and  now  upon  his  breafi;^ 
He,  mutt'ring,  dropp'd  his  fable  beard  unbleft; 

Now  twirl'd  his  thumbs,  and  groaned  with  pitcwB 
look. 

Drcad-ftruck,  fat  Aubert,  Blagdon,  Planta,  Woide, 
Whofe  jaw-bones  in  the  mumbling  trade  employ'd, 

Half  open'd,  gap'd,  in  fudden  /upor  loft; 
Whilft,  from  the  mouth  of  ev'ry  gaping  man. 
In  mazy  rill  the  cream-clad  coflfce  ran. 

Supporting  dainty  bits  of  butter'd  toaft. 

Now  gaining  fpeech,  the  parafitic  crowd 
Lcap'd  up,  and  roar'd  in  unifon  aloud ; 

«  Hcar'ml 
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^  Hcav*ns !  what*s  the  matter !   dear  Sir  Josbph, 
^ray?'^ 

Dumb  to  their  queftions  the  Great  Man  remained : 
The  Knight,  deep  pond'ring,  nought  vouchfaf  d  to  £17. 

Again  the  Gentlemen  their  roiccs  ftrain*d : 
Sudden  the  President  of  Flies,  fo  fad. 
Strides  round  the  room,  with  difappointment  mad^ 

Whilft  ev'ry  eye  enlarged  with  wonder  rolls ; 
And  now  his  head  againft  the  wainfcot  leaning, 
'*  Since  you  mufl  know,  muft  know  (he  figh'd)  the 
meaning, 

*^  Fleas  are  not  lobllcrs,  d-mn  their  fouls."* 

•  The  author  would  not  have  fo  frequently  taken  the  liberty 
of  potting  vulgarifms  into  the  worthy  Prefident's  mouthy  had  he 
not  previoufly  known  that  Sir  Jofeph  was  the  mod  accomplilhed 
fwearer  of  the  Royal  Society. 
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OR,   A 

POETICAL    ANSWER 

TO    THE 

BENEVOLENT    EPISTLE 

07 

MISTER    PEtER    PINHAR. 

ALSO   THE 

ANUSCRIPT  ODES,  SONGS,  LETTERS,  &c  &c. 

OP 

THE  ABOVE  MISTER  PETER  PINDAR, 

NOW    FIRST    POBLISHID 

BY     SYLVANUS     URBAN. 


Sir,  you  lie  !•— I  fcorn  yoar  word. 
Or  any  inan*8  that  wears  a  fword. 
For  all  you  hufT,  who  cares  a  C<— d  ? 

Or  who  cares  for  you !  Ca  tc*. 


«•• 


•     • 
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JLiITTLE  did  I  think  that  a  man  of  my  mild  and 
peaceable  difpofition,    that  would  not  hurt  a   cat, 
iliould  be  forced  out  to  battle :  but  fuch  is  the  au- 
dacity of  the  times — (0  tempora,  6  mores!)  I  have 
ventured  forth  to  attack  this  Goliah  of  Ode  and  Im- 
pudence;  and  I  hope,   with  God's  afliftance,  like 
little  David,  to  cut  off  his  head.     I  communicated 
vrith  my  good  friend  Mr.  William  Hayley,  who 
is  a  conftant  communicant  to  my  Gentleman's  Maga- 
zcine,  both  in  verfe  and  profe,  that  is  to  fay,  in  rhyme 
and  criticifm ;  whom  I  may  righdy  term  one  of  the 
great  pillars   of  my  Gentleman's  Magazine,   which 
every  Gendeman  in  the  kingdom,   I  hope,   reads  j 
ivhich,  if  he  doth  not  read,  I  hope  he  will  read,  as 
it  is  not  only  the  greateft  favourite  with  our  Moft 
Gracious  Sovereign,   who  is  the  greateft  Monarch 
upon  earth,  but  alfo  with  his  Nobles,  who  are  men 
of  judgment  and  learning;   alfo  with  foreign  part?, 
who  tranflate  it  conftantly  into  their  language:   fo 
that,  if  I  may  be  permitted  to  verfify  the  praife  of 
my  monthly  Publication  (for  indeed  I  muft  own  I 
Vol.  II*  D  d  have 
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have  a  great  itch  for  poetry),  I  will  do  it  in  ;}m 

poetical  diftich  ; 

My  Magazine  all  magazines  excels; 

And,  what's  ftill  better  too  for  John,  h/flls» 

I  afked  Mr.  Hayley,  paying  him  the  connplinicnc 
firfl:,  if  he  would  be  the  champion  to  encounter  tWs 
great  Mr.  Peter  Pindar.  To  this,  Mr.  Haylet 
replied,  after  fome  hefitation,  ^  and  pondering,  and 
blowing  his  nofe  in  his  handk^chief,  that  he  did  not 
much  admire  a  public  exhibition;  that  it  would  wear 
the  afpeft  of  a  bniifing-match,  too  much  like  a  fet-to 
of  Jobnjon  and  Big  Ben ;  but  added  that  /  might  do 
it,  if  I  thought  proper.  '^  But,"  fays  my  good  Friend, 
**  1  will  privately  attack  him,  under  a  fidtitious  fig- 
nature;" — ^which  he  did  indeed,  and  gave  the  auda- 
cious fellow  many  a  good  thump,  in  verfc  and  profc: 
but  this  was  only  fmall-lhot,  with  deference  to  Mr. 
Hayley  ;  the  grand  artillery  was  refcrved  for  0p^ 

Kind  Reader,  wilt  thou  permit  me  to  fay  fcnnc- 
thing  of  myfelf,  in  fimplicity  and  candour,  before  I 
go  to  work  with  this  Caliban  ?  When  I  firft  took  the 
chair  of  criticifm,  I  own  that  I  trembled ;  for  I  am 
not  alhamed  to  confefs,  that  fo  great  was  my  igno- 
rance, diat  when  a  correfpondent  fent  me  an  account 

of 
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of  an  ancient  coin,  I  did  not  know  a  fyllable  about  it 
—neither  the  meaAing  of  reverfe,  exergue,  or  legend: 
but  now,  thank  God,  I  know  every  thing  apper- 
taining to  numifmata,  if  I  may  be  indulged  with  a 
L-atin  cxpreflion.     Indeed  the  legends  ufed  to  perplex 
mc  much,  in  as  much  as  I  expoied  myfelf  greatly ; 
for  I  am  not  afhamed  to  confefs  my  ignorance.     I 
thought  that  AUG.  upon  a  Roman  medal,  meant  the 
month  in  which  it  was  ftruck  off;  and  therefore  I 
deemed  it  Auguft :  and  G.  P.  R.  which  I  now  know 
to  be  Genio  Populi  Romani,  I  verily  thought  to  be 
a  coin   ftruck   by  one   George    Peter  Richardfon; 
The  figures  of  Romulus  and  Remus  fucking  a  Ihe- 
wolf^  I  topic   to  be   two   children   milking  a  cow. 
D.  M.,  for  Diis  Manibusy  1  took  to  be  David  Martin, 
or  Daniel  Mufgrove.     The  half-word  HEL,  figni- 
fying  Heliopolis,  I  imagined  to  be  no  other  than  the  . 
Houfc  of  Satan.    JAN.  CLU.  that  i3  to  lay,  Janum  . 
€luftt^  I  took  to  be  the  name  of  a  man.     LUD. 
S-32C.  F.   I  verily  thought  to  be  downright  filthy, 
and  blulhed  for  the  Romans:  but,  lo,  I  afterwards 
difcovered  it  to  be  Ludos  J^sculares  fecit.     COS.  I 
thought  to  be  Cos  Lettuces,  which  only  meaneth 
'Conful\   M.  F.   Mr.  Ford,   which  meaneth  Marci 
Filius.     N.  C.   (wouldft  thou  think  it.    Reader?) 
I   tranflatcd   Nincompoop  j   when,  lo !    it  meaneth 
Dd  2  Nobilif^ 


404>  A   ROWLAND    FOR   AN    OLiyiR# 

NohiliJJmus  C^far.  P.  P*  which  fignifieth  Pdier 
Patri<e^  I  thought  might  mean  Peter  Pounce,  or  Philip 
Pumpkin.  R.  P.  1  alfo  thought  might  mean  Robert 
Penruddock,  or  Ralph  Pigwiggin,  or  any  other  name 
beginning  with  thofe  initials :  but,  lo,  its  true  meaniDg 
I  find  to  be  Rejpublica^  fignifying,  in  Englifh,  die 
the  Republic.  Thus  it  will  appear  that  I  am  not 
alhamed  to  confefs  my  error,  which  this  enemy  of 
mine  dareth  riot. 

TRIB.  POT.  which  only  meaneth  Triiuniiia  Ps* 
tejiatey  I  aftually  imagined  meant  a  tribe  of  Potatoes, 
and  that  the  coin  was  ftruck  on  account  of  a  plenti- 
ful year  of  that  fruit.  S.  P.  (^R.  which  meaneth 
only  Senatus  Populusque  Romanusy  unwifely,  yet  fun- 
nily, did  I  make  out  to  be  Sam  Paddon,  a  Queer 
Rogue  i  for  as  much  as  I  was  informed  that  die 
Romans  ftruck  coins  on  every  trifling  occafion. 
SCIP.  AS.  which  fignifieth  no  more  than  Sdfk 
jifricanusy  I  read  literally  Skip  Afs;  but  for  whyj 
I  could  not  fay : — fuch  was  my  ignorance* 

Many  were  the  impofitions  upon  me :— rings  for 
pigs  nofes  were  fent  me  for  nofe-jewels  worn  by  the 
Roman  Ladies ;  a  piece  of  oxycroceum,  juft  made 
in  a  druggift's-ihop,  for  the  pitch  that  furrounded  the 

body 
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body  of  Julius  Csefar;  a  large  brown  Jordan,  for  a 
fctcrymatory  j  a  broken  old  black  fugar-bafon,  for  a 
druid  urn  J  a  piece  of  a  watchman's  old  lantern,  for  a 
Roman  lamp.  The  wig  of  the  famous  Boerhayc 
was  aMb  font  me  as  a  curiofityi  the  roguery  of  which 
I  did  not  difcover  till  an  engraving  of  the  wig  was 
nearly  finifhed,  cofting  me  upwards  of  thirty  fhil- 
lings : — ^for,  lo !  Reader,  this  great  man  never  wore 
a  wig  in  his  life.— In  my  Obituary,  too,  I  made  great 
•miftakes,  from  impofirion;  as  I  gave  die  deaths  of 
many  that  were  not  dead,  and  others  that  never 
«cifted.  Someumes  the  wickednefs  of  correfpondents 
i¥ere  fuch,  that  I  have  perpetuated  the  death  of  bull- 
dogs, greyhounds,  maftiffs,  horfes,  hogs,  &c.  in  my 
.Obituary,  under  an  idea  that  they  were  people  of  con- 
fequence.  Indeed  I  liave  not  ftuck  to  the  letter  of 
my  aflfcrtion  at  the  head  of  my  Obituary,  that  declares 
it  to  be  a  record  of  confiderablc  perfons ;  for  as  much 
as  I  have  fometimes  put  a  fcavenger  over  a  Member 
of  Parliament,  a  pig-driver  over  a  Bifhop,  a  lamp- 
lighter over  an  Alderman,  and  a  chimney-fwecper 
over  a  Duke :  but  as  I  was  dcfired  by  the  friends  of 
the  deceafed  to  do  it,  (for  who  is  not  ambitious  ?)  and 
as  I  was  paid  for  it  too,  (and  who  can  withftand  a 
fee  ?)  I  have  in  fome  litric  mcafure  difgraccd  my 
.  Dd  3  Journal, 
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Journal,  and  forfeited  my  word. — My  prcfent  anti- 
quarian knowledge,  gratitude  maketh  me  confcls  that 
I  owe  it  all  to  Mr.  R.  Gough,  of  Enfield,  who 
fome  years  ago  was  alfo  an  ignorant  and  illiterate 
gentleman,  like  myfelf, — but,  by  hard  ftudy,  hadi 
attained  to  his  prefent  perfe6lion,  as  may  be  fecn  in 
our  Topograpbia  BritannUa,   which  isr  not,  as  that 
arch-enemy  Peter  Pindar  hath  aflerted  it  to  be,  the 
idle  produftion  of  a  couple  of  fellows  that  want  to 
rtiake  a  fortune  by  a  hiftory  of  cobwalls,  old  cham- 
berpots, and  rufly  nails.     My  friend  Mr.  Gouch's 
zeal  for  the  promotion  of  antiquarian  knowledge  can- 
not be  better  proved  than  by  his  running  the  rifle  of 
being  well  trounced,   for  borrowing  one  of  Kikg 
Edward's  fingers,  as  he  lay  expofed  a  few  years  fincc, 
in  Weftminfter  Abbey ;  which  finger  my  friend  gently 
flipped  i  nlo  his  pocket;  but,  unfortunately,  he  was 
perceived  by  the  Bilhop  of  Rochefl:er,  who,  to  the 
difgrace  of  the  antiquarian  fcience,  ordered  poor  Mr. 
Gouc H  to  be  fearched,  and  to  reftore  the  treafure.  Had 
it  not  been  for  this  impertinent  and  hawk-eyed  atten- 
tion of  the  Bifliop,  Sir  Joseph  Ayloffe,  and  other 
antiquarians  prefent  at  the  opening  of  the  Monarch's 
coffin, — fuch  was  the  intrepidity  of  my  antiquarian 
friend  Gouch,  that  he  would  have  attempted  the 

hcadf 
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ieaJ^  inftcad  of  a  pitiful  -finger,  as  he  had  on  a  l^gc 
watchman's  coat  for  the  ptirpofe.  Nor  muft  I  omit  tht 
fecal  of  my  friend  Sir  Joseph  Banks  on  the  oCcafion ; 
who,  on  hearmg  what  was  going  on,  and  fufpeding 
diat  King  Edward  might  have  been  lodged  in  pickle, 
galloped  oflF  with  i  gallon  jug,  in  a  hackney-cOachi 
in  order  to  fill  it  with  the  precious  liquor,  as  a  fauce 
for  his  future  Attic  entertainments  in  Soho-fquare: 
but  unfortunately  no  pickle  was  founds 

1  confefs  that  an  impudent  fellow  fent  me  for  my 
Obituary  the  following,  which  was  really  printed  off 
^but  cancelled)  before  I  was  informed,  by  a  friend, 
rf  die  fallacy-^to  wit :  "  On  Sundly  hight  laft,  died 
'*  Mrs.  Margery  Mouser,  a  widow-lady,  beloved 
'•  in  life,  and  larhentcfd  In  death;  ftie  was  the  only 
*  daughter  of  Roger  Grimalkin,  Efq.  ofRatley." 
— Ignorant,  indeed,  was  I  that  it  was  an  impofition  j 
5bf,  geritle  Reader,  it  was  a  dead  cat !— Many  a  good 
ruftomer  have'  I  gained  by  rny  Obituary,-  who  liked 
:o  fee  themfelves  dead  in  my  Magazine — I  mean 
rheir  relations  liked  to  fee  their  deaths  difplayed  in  a 
s^ork  of  fo  much  refpeftability  as  mine.  But  enough 
-:>(  myfelf  J  and  now  for  Mafter  pErtA. 

Dd  4.  In 
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In  the  fullncfs  of  my  paffion,  I  at  firft  fet  vat 
down,  and  faid  to  myfelf,  Facif  indigHaiio  vtrjui^ 
when,  behold !  in  lefs  than  two  hours  I  knocked  off 
the  following  Poem.     Some   time  after,   however, 
after  a  deal  of  deep  thought  on  the  fubjcft,  it  ftruck 
me  that  I  might  fight  this  Poet  Peter  againft  him- 
fclf ;  make  him,  like  fome  game-cocks,  cut  Ws  owa 
throat  with  his  own  fpurs.     Accordingly  I  fet  about 
it,  and  collefted,  from  every  quarter,  his  manufcript 
verfes  of  every  denomination  j  fome  written  in  Corn- 
wall, others  in  Devon,  others  in  the  Wcft-Indics, 
odiers  in  Bath,  others  in  Lx>ndon;  as  al£>  fome  of  his 
Letters,  particularly  thofe  to  the  Kino  of  the  Mos- 
QuiTOESj    who  was  fent  for  by  the  Govcroor  of 
Jamaica,  foon  after  that  Gentleman  arrived  at  his 
government.      I  have  alfo    collefted  fome  of  li 
Obfervations,  and  Sayings,  and  Speeches:^*!  maf 
verily  fay,  Obfervations  on  men  and  manners^  with- 
out any  manners  at  all  \  or,  in  plainer  phrafe,  mud 
ill  manners.    Peter  muft  not  complain  of  my  Ihow- 
ing  him  no  mercy  by  diis  publication,  as  he  is  the 
moft  mercilefs  Mohawk  that  ever  fcalped* 

— —  Nee  lex  eft  juftior  tdla 
^am  necis  artifices  arte  ferire  /u^^ 


POETICAL     ANSWER 

TO 

I 

MISTER   PETER   PINDAR^S 
BENEVOLENT  EPISTLE  TO  JOHN  NICHOLS. 


\J  SON  of  wicked  Satan,  with  a  foul 
Hot  as  his  hell,  and  blacker  than  his  coal ! 
Thou  faMe,  thou  foul-mouth'd  ccnfurer  of  the  times, 
I  do  not  care  three  ftraws  for  all  thy  rhymes. 
Thy  wit  is  blunter  tlian  old  worn-out  fhcers : 
rU  make  a  riddle  with  thee  for  thy  ears ; 
Write  any  fort  of  verfe,  thou  blufl'ring  blade ! 
Egad!  rilfay,  like  Kecksy,  "Who's  afraid  ?''— 
Thank  God,  I've  talk'd  to  greater  folks  than  thee: 
In  that  I  will  not  yield  to  any  HE ; 
No,  not  to  any  HE  that  wears  a  head- 
Again  Til  fay,  like  Kecksy,  "  Who's  afraid  ?"— 
Thank  God,  whene'er  I  wifh  like  Kings  to  fare, 
I  go,  unalk'd,  and  dine  with  my  Lord  MayV. 

But 
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But  thou,  who  a(ks  thee,  varlct !  to  their  houfes  ? 
Fear*d  by  the  hulbands,  dreaded  by  the  ipoafes* 
May  God  Almighty  hear  what  now  I  fpeak ! —     • 
Some  Aldermen  would  gladly  break  thy  neck,  * 
Thou  tell'ft  us  thou  haft  ftruck  thy  lyre  to  Kings- 
Yes,  faith,  and  founded  very  pretty  things, 
Tbou  blockhead,  thou  pretend  to  think  thy  rhymes 
Shall  live  to  fee  the  days  of  after-rimes  i 
Fool,  to  pretend  on  fubjedls  great  to  fhinc. 
Or  e*en  to  Printers  Dev'ls  to  tune  the  line ! 
Sir,  let  me  humbly  beg  you  to  be  eivil-^ 
Thou  know*ft  not  that  I  was  a  Printer's  D'ev'I : 
So,  Sir,  your  fatire  wants  the  powV  to  drub. 
In  thus  comparing  Nichols  to  a  grub. 
Whatever  thou  fay'ft,  Tm  not  of  vengeance  full. 
Nor  did  I  ever  bellow  like  a  bull :     . 
And  grant  I  am  a  bull,  1  fha'n't  fuppofe 
A  cur  like  thee  can  nail  me  by  the  nofe. 
Thou  liefi  when  thou  fayeft,  like  a  top. 
With  anger  rais'd,  I  fpinn'd  about  my  (hop : 
Nor  did  I  ever,  madden'd  by  thy  ftripes, 
Thoij  prince  of  liars,  kick  about  my  types. 
Books  have  I  written  j  books  I  ftill  will  write, 
•  And  give,  I  hope,  to  gentlefolks  delight : 

With 
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With  charming  print,  and  copper-plates  {o  fine, 
Whofe  maorazine  goes  off  fo  well  as  mine  ? 

o  o 

Who,  pray,  like  me,  the  page  fo  fond  of  filling  ? 
Who  gives  more  curious  matter  for  a  (hilling  ? 
England's  firft  geniuses  I  keep  in  pay  5 
Much  profe  I  buy,  and  many  a  port's  lay : 
The  filk-^worm.  Hay  ley,  fpins  me  heaps  of  verfc; 
And  GouGH,  antiquities  exceeding  fcarce: 
Great  Horace  Walpole  too,  with  fwcet  good-will. 
Sends  me  choice  anecdotes  from  Strawb'ry-Hill : 
Mifs  SfiWARD,  Miftrcfs  Yeardsley,  and  MifsMoRB, 
Of  lines  (dear  women !}  fend  me  many  a  (core* 
Thcfc  arc  the  nymphs  at  whom  thine  envy  rails- 
Fool  !  of  their  gowns  not  fit  to  liold  the  tails— 
Thcfe  arc  the  men,  of  profe  and  verfe  the  knights. 
With  genius  flafhing,  like  the  northern  lights  j 
Thefe  are  the  men  whole  works  immortal  fhow 
The  man  of  literature  from  top  to  toe. 
But  thou'rt  a  wen — a  blue,  black,  bloated  tumour. 
Without  one  fingle  grain  of  wit  or  humour: 
Thy  Mufe  to  all  fo  confcquential  flruts. 
As  if  all  Helicon  were  in  her  guts ; 
A  fifh-drab — a  poor,  nafly,  ragged  thing, 
Who  never  dipp'd  her  muzzle  in  the  fpring. 

Thou 
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Thou  thmk*ft  thyfelf  on  Pcgafus  fo  ftcady; 

But,  Peter,  thou  art  mounted  on  a  Neddy  z 

Or,  in  the  London  phrafe — thou  Dev*nlhirc  Mookefi 

Thy  Pegafus  is  nothing  but  a  Donkey* 

I  own,  my  vanity  it  well  may  raifc. 

To  find  fo  many  gaping  for  my  pndfc; 

Who  fend  fuch  flattering  things  as  nc*cr  were  feait 

To  get  well  vamifti'd  in  my  Magazine : 

Indeed  I  often,  do  indulge  the  elves. 

And  fufFer  authors  to  commend  themjelvesi 

Wits  of  tbemjelvss  can  write  with  happicft  (piri^ 

And  men  are  judges  of  their  proper  merit. 

Lumps  have  I  giv'n  them  too  of  beef  and  pudding. 

That  helps  a  hungry  genius  in  its  ftudying; 

And  humming  porter,  when  their  Mufe  was  dry— 

For  this  be  glory  ufito  God  on  high ! 

And  not  to  mcy  who  did  not  make  the  pudding, 

Nor  beef,  aflifting  genius  in  its  ftudying. 

Tp  authors,  yes,  I've  giv'n  both  boil'd  and  roaft,  * 

And  many  a  time  a  tankard  with  a  toaft— 

But  God  forbid,  indeed,  that  I  Ihoul  boaft ! 

And  halfpence  too,  and  fixpences,  ccod ! 

But  boaft  avaunt ! — the  glory  be  to  God ! 

To  Bards,  good  fhoes  and  ftockings  I  have  giv'n— 

But  not  to  i»^  the  glory,  but  to  Heav'n ! 

4  Yd, 
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fes,  yes,  I  fee  how  much  it  (wells  thy  fp'.een. 

That  r^  head  Matter  of  the  Magazine; 

Nho  let  no  author  fee  the  hoiife  of  Fame, 

Jefore  he  gets  a  paflTport  in  my  name. 

\rt  thou  a  Doftor  ?  Yes,  of  thinning  (kill ; 

?or  thoufands  have  been  poifon'd  by  thy  pill* 

But  let  my  foul  be  calm : — it  fha'n't  be  faid 

[  fear  diee,  O  thou  Monfter !— *'  Who*s  afmid  ?'* 

What  though  1  know  fmall  Larin,  and  lefs  Greek, 

Good  fterling  Englilh  I  can  write  and  fpeak : 

Yet  thoufands,  who  prefumc  to  be  my  betters. 

Can't  fpell  their  names,  and  fcarcely  know  their  letters. 

Belike,  the  curious  world  would  hear  with  joy 

What  trade  I  was  defign'd  for,  when  a  boy : 

*^  A  barber  or  a  taylor,"  faid  my  mother — 

*^  No,"  cry'd  my  father,  "  neither  one  nor  t'other; 

*'  A  foldier,  a  rough  foldier,  John  (hall  wander, 

*'  Pull  down  the  French,  and  fight  like  Alixander."* 

But  unto  leners  was  I  always  fquinring. 

So  afk'd  my  daddy*s  leave  to  ftudy  Printing ; 

And  got  myfelf  to  uncle  Bowyer's  (hop, 

Where,  when  ft  pleas'd  the  Lord  that  he  (hould  drop. 

The  trade  and  good-will  of  the  (hop  was  mine; 

Where,  without  vanity,  I  think  I  Jbine^ 

And 


414  A   EOWtAND    FOR   AN   OLIVIR* 

And  where,  thank  God,  in  fpite  of  dull  abufe, 
I'm  warm,  and  married,  and  can  boil  my  goofe. 
And  had  I  been  to  fwords  and  mufkets  bred, 
PVhaps  I  had  fhin'd  a  Caesar,  or  the  Swede: 
Hadft  thou  a  foldier  be^n,  thou  forry  mummer. 
Thy  rank  had  never  rofe  above  a  drummer. 
How  dar'ft  diou  fay,  that  (hould  His  Royal  Highkis 
(A  Prince  renown'd  for  modefly  and  fhyncfs) 
Be  Generaliflimo  of  all  our  forces, 
A  jack-afs's  old  back,  and  not  a  horfe*s. 
Should  carry  the  good  Prince  into  the  field, 
Whofe  arm  a  bxoomftick,  for  a  ftafF,  (hould  wield. 
That  very,  very  broomftick  which  his  wife 
Oft  us'd  to  finifh  matrimonial  ftrife  ? 
Why  doft.  not  praife  the  virtues  of  the  ^een. 
As  great  in  foul,  as  noble  in  her  mien, 
Whofe  virtues  make  the  fpul  of  Enyy  fick. 
Strong  as  her  fnufF,  and  as  her  di*monds  thick  ?-— 
But  wherefore  this  to  Peter  do  I  fay  ? 
Owls  love  the  dark,  and  therefore  loath  the  day» 
The  K . . .  as  wife  a  man  as  man  can  be ; 
The  (^ . . .  fo  mild,  who  cannot  kill  a  flea  j 
Brave  Glo'ster's  Highncfs,  and  his  Ibber  wife, 
Who  lead  the  fofteft,  fwecteft,  calmed  life  > 

RiCH- 
♦  The  Duke  cf  G. 
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Richmond  and  Leeds,  each  Duke  a  firft-rate  ftar, 
One  fam'd  for  politics,  and  one  for  war; 
The  open  Hawksb'ry,  ftranger  to  all  guile. 
Who  never  of  a  fixpencc  robb'd  our  ifles 
The  modeft  Pitt,  the  Jofeph  of  the  day. 
Who  never  with  lewd  women  went  aftrayj 
And  many  others,  that  I  foon  could  mention. 
Are  much  obliged,  indeed,  to  thy  invention ! 
But  Where's  the  oak  thar  never  feels  a  blaft  ? 
Or  fun,  at  times  that  is  not  overcaft  ? 
Alas !  e'en  people  dreft  in  gold  and  ermine 
May  feel  at  times  the  bites  of  nafly  vermin : 
And  when  thou  dar*ft  great  Quality  attack. 
What  art  thou  but  a  bug  upon  their  back  ? 
What  harm,  pray,  hath  my  friend  Sir  Joseph  done. 
So  good,  and  yet  the  fubjeflb  of  thy  fun  ? 
Juft  in  his  ways  to  women  and  to  men — ^ 
Indeed  he  fwears  a  ittle  now  and  then. 
Behold !  his  brcakfafts  fhine  with  reputation  1 
His  dinners  are  the  wonder  of  the  nation ! 
With  thefc  he  treats  both  commoners  and  quality. 
Who  praife,  where'er  they  go,  his  hofpitality : 
Ev'n  from  the  north  and  fouth,  and  weft  and  caft. 
Men  fend  him  fliell,  and  butterfly,  and  bcaft. 
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Sir  William  Hamiltoi^  fends  gods  and  mugs; 
And,  for  his  feaft,  a  fow's  moft  dainty  dugs. 
And  fhall  fuch  mob  as  tbou^  not  woith  a  groat. 
Dare  pick  a  hole  in  fuch  a  great  Man's  coat  ? 
Whenever  at  St.  James's  he  is  fecn. 
Is  not  he  fpoke  to  by  the  King  and  Queen  ? 
And  don't  the  Lords  at  once  about  him  prefs» 
And,  like  his  Sov'reigi^,  much  regard  profefs  ? 
Tell  him  they'll  come  one  day  to  him  and  dine. 
Behold  his  rarities,  and  tafte  his  wine  ? 
Such  are  the  honours,  to  delight  the  foul. 
On  which  thy  longing  eyeballs  yainly  roll : 
Such  are  the  hbnours  that  his  heart  muft  flatter. 
On  which  thy  old  dog's-mouth  in  vain  may  waoen 
Whether  in  Dev'nfhire  thou  haft  got  a  houfe, 
I  value  not  three  capers  of  a  loufei 
Whether  in  Cornwall  thou  a  hut  haft  got. 
And,  at  eledlions  only*  boirft  thy  pot; 
Whether  a  Do<5tor,  Devil,  or  a  Friar, 
I  know  not — but  I  know  thou  art  a  liar. 
Whene'er  I  die,  I  hope  that  I  fhall  read 
This  honeft  epitaph  upon  my  head: — 
«*  Here  lies  John's  body;  but  his  foul  is  {cen 
»'  In  that  fam'd  work,  the  Gc'mman's  Magazine: 

<«  Brave, 
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Brave,  yet  poffc&'d  of  all  xht /offer  feelings; 

Succefsfiil  with  the  Mufes  in  his  dealings  s 
'   Mild,  yet  m  virtue's  caufc  as  quick  as  tinder— 
'  Who  never  car*d  one  f— ig  for  Pjbtbr  Pindar/^ 


Mr.  Peter  Pindar's  Apology  for  the  variety  of 
entertainment  in  his  pretty  Poetical  Olio,  is  the  firft 
thing  I  fhall  prefent  to  the  Public. 

PETER'S    APOLOGY. 

JLiADIES,  I  keep  a  rhymc-fhop— mine's  a  trade; 
I  fell  to  old  and  youngs  to  man  and  maid : 

All  cuftomers  muft  be  oblig'dj  and  no  man 
Wifhcs  more  univerfally  to  pleafe  s 

I'd  really  crawl  upon  my  hands  and  kneeSj 
V  oblige— particularly  lovely  woman. 

Yet  fome,  (the  devil  take  fuch  virtuous  times  I) 
f  aftidiousj  pick  a  quarrel  with  my  rhymes. 

And  beg  I'd  only  deal  in  loye-fick  fonnct— 
How  eafy  to  bid  others  ceafe  to  feed  I 
On  beauty  I  can  quickly  die  indeed, 

But,  truft  me,  can't  live  long  upon  it^ 
Vw..  IL  E  e  If 
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If  there  is  not  a  deal  of  impudent  double^-entenin  ia 
this  Sonnet,  I  do  not  know  what  purity  meanedk— 
Sweetly  wrapped  up  indeed,  'Squire  Pindar  ! 

Inftead  of  a  formal  commentary  on  every  compo- 
fition,  I  fhall  make  fliort  work  with  them,  by  giving 
them  their  true  charafter  in  a  few  words,  as  for 
example : 

Impudence,  Egotifm,  and  Conceit. 


The  cxpulfion  of  a  moft  excellent  fct  of  PlaycB 
from  Kinglbridge  in  Devonfhirc,  with  the  afylum 
offered  them  by  the  Author's  Barn  in  an  adjoining 
parilh,  is  the  foundation  of  the  following  Ode. 

ODE    TO    MY    BARN. 

i^WEET  haunt  of  folitudc  and  rats. 
Mice,  tuneful  owls,  and  purring  cats  i 

Who,  whilft  we  mortals  fleep,  the  gloom  pervade 
And  wiih  not  for  the  fun's  all-feeing  eye. 
Your  moufing  myfterics  to  fpy  j 

Bleft,  like  philofopher^,  amidft  the  fliadc; 

Wheft 


M 
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When  Fbrsbcutionj  with  an  iron  hand, 
Dar'd  drive  the  moral-menders  from  the  land, 

Call*d  Players — friendly  to  the  wand'ring  crew. 
Thine  eye  with  tears  furvey*d  the  mighty  wrong, 
Thine  open  arms  received  the  mournful  throng- 
Kings  without  fhirts,  and  Queens  with  half  a  fhoe. 

Alas  I  what  dangers  gloom'd  of  late  around ! 
Monarchs  and  Queens  with  halters  nearly  bound — 

Duke,  Dukeling,  Princcfs,  Prince,  confign'd  to  jaiU 
And,  what  the  very  foul  of  Pity  (hocks. 
The  poor  old  Lear  was  threatened  with  the  ftocks, 

Cordelia  with  the  cart's  unfeeling  tail* 

Stin  cherilh  fuch  rare  royalty  forlorn-— 
A  Garrick  m  thy  bofom  may  be  born ; 

A  Siddons  too,  of  future  fair  renown :  . 
For  Lx)VE  is  not  a  fqueamifh  God,  they  fay ; 
As  plcas*d  to  fee  his  rites  performed  on  hay. 

As  on  the  goofe*s  foft  and  yielding  dewn» 

The  fame  impudence,  ^otiini,  and  conceit  as  in  the 
firftOde. 


£  e  a  TO 


412  A   ROWLAND   FOU   AN   OLIVIR, 


to    MY    BARN. 

-OY  Lacccbemon  men  attacked. 

When  Thebes,  in  days  of  yore,  was  Ikck'd, 

And  nought  die  fury  of  the  troops  could  hinder; 
What's  true,  yet  nnarv'lous  to  rchearie. 
So  well  the  common  foldiers  relifh'd  verfc. 

They  fcom*d  to  burn  the  dwelling-houfe  of  PiNDAXt 

With  awe  did  Alexander  view 
The  houfe  of  my  great  coufin,  too. 

And,  gazing  on  the  building,  thus  he  figh*d— 
•'  General  Parmenio,  mark  that  houfe  before  yc! 
''  That  lodging  tells  a  melancholy  ftory ! 

*'  There  Pindar  Uv'd  (great  Bard !)  and  there  he 
died. 

^  The  King  of  Syracufe,  all  nations  khow  it, 
**  Was  cWebrated  by  this  lofty  Poet, 
.  "  And  made  immortal  by  his  ftrains : 
**  Ah  I  could  I  find  like  bim  a  bard,  to  fing  me; 
*^  Would  any  man,  like  bim  a  poet  bring  me; 
*^  rd  give  him  a  good  penfion  for  his  pains. 

w  Bot 
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^  But,  ah !  ParmeniOj  'mongft  the  fons  of  men, 
^  This  world  will  never  fee  his  like  agen ; 

"  The  grcatcft  bard  that  ever  brcath'd  is  dead ! 
"  General  Parmenio,  what  think  you  ?" — 
"  Indeed  'tis  true,  my  liege,  'tis  very  true," 

Parmenio  cry'di  and,  fighing,  fhook  his  head: 

Then  from  his  pocket  took  a  knife  fo  nice. 
With  which  he  chipp'd  his  cheefe  and  onions. 

And  from  a  rafter  cut  a  handfome  flice. 
To  make  rare  toothpicks  for  the  Macedonians; 
Juft  like  the  toothpicks  which  we  fee 

At  Stratford  made,  from  Shakelpear's  mulb'ry-trec. 

What  pity  that  the  'fquire  and  Imight 
Knew  not  to  prophecy  as  well  as  fgbt  j 

Then  had  they  known  the  future  men  of  metre; 
Then  had  the  General  and  the  Monarch  fpy*d. 
In  Fate's  fair  book,  our  nation's  equal  pride. 

That  very  Pindar's  coufin  Peter  ! 

Daughter  of  thatch,  and  ftone,  and  mud. 
When  I  (no  longer  flefli  and  blood) 

Ee3  ShaU 
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Shall  join  of  lyric  bards  feme  half-a-dozcn  j 
Meed  of  high  worth,  and,  'midft  th*  Elyfian  phini, 
To  Horace  and  Alcarus  read  my  ftrains^ 

Anacreonj  Sappho,  and  my  great  old  coufin; 

On  thee  (hall  rifing  generations  ftare. 

That  come  to  Kingfbridgc  and  to  Dodbrook  Fair:* 

For  fuch  thy  hiftory,  and  mine  fliall  learn} 
Like  Ai-EXANDBit  (hall  they  ev'ry  one 
Heave  the  deep  (igh,  and  (ay,  *'  Since  Peter's  gonc^ 

*'  With  revVcncc  let  us  look  upon  his  Barn." 

f  Hrld  axinuall/  at  thofe  plap eit 


The 
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The  following  Ode  of  Mr.  Pindar's  is  what 
rhetoricians  would  call  ironical.  The  leading  feature 
fcems  to  be  impudence. 

ODE   TO    AFFECTATION. 

JN  YMPH  of  the  mincing  mouth,  and  languid  eye. 
And  liiping  tongue  fo  foft,  and  head  awry^ 

And  fluttering  heart,  of  leaves  of  afpin  made; 
Who  were  thy  parents,  blulhful  Virgin !  fay—' 
Perchance  Dame  Folly  gave  thee  .to  the  day. 

With  Gaffer  Ignorance's  aid. 

Say,  Virgin,  where  doft  thou  delight  to  dwell  ? 
With  Maids  of  Honour,  flartful  Virgin  ?  tell— 

For  I  have  heard  a  deal  of  each  fair  Miss ; 
How  wicked  Lords  have  whifper'd  wicked  thmgs 
Beneath  the  nofes  of  good  Queens  and  Kings, 

And  figh'd  for  pleafures  fiir  beyond  2ikifs! 

Great  is  thy  delicacy,  dainty  Maid; 

At  flighted  things,  thy  cheek  with  crimfon  glows : 
Say,  art  thou  not  afliam'd,  abafli'd,  a&aidj 

Whene'er  thou  flralcfl:  forth  to  pluck  a  rojef 

Ee  4  Or 
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^  Or  haft  thou  loft,  O  Nymph,  thy  pretty  gall> 
So  never  pluckeft  any  rofe  at  all  ? 

Tm  told,  thou  keepeft  not  a  finglc  male ; 

Nothing  but  females,  at  thy  board  to  cram  j 
That  no  he-lapdog  near  thee  wags  his  tail. 

Nor  cat  by  vulgar  people  call'd  a  ratn. 

I've  heard  too,  that  if  e'er,  by  dire  mishap. 
Some  raviftiers  ftiould  make  thy  favorites  wh?— s. 

Staring  as  ftricken  by  a  thunder-clap. 

Thy  modefty  hath  kick'd  them  out  of  doors* 

'Tis  faid,  when  wag-tails  thou  behold'ft,  and  doves. 
And  fparrows  bufy  with  their  feathered  loves ; 

Lord !  thou  haft  trembled  at  their  wicked  tricks  j 
And,  fnatching  up  thy  blufli-concealing  fen. 
As  if  it  were  a  lady  and  a  man. 

Haft  only  peep'd  upon  them  through  Atftidts^ 

And  yet  fo  varioufly  thou'rt  faid  to  aft. 
That  1  have  heard  it  utter'd  for  a  faft. 

That  often  on  old  Thamcs's  fiinny  banks. 
Where  ftriplings  fwim,  with  WaQton  pranks. 


On 
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On  bladders  fome  outftretch'd,  and  feme  on  corks  s 
Thou  fquinring,  moft  indifferent  girl,  art  fecn. 
In  contemplation  of  each  youthful  Ikin, 

Admiring  God  Almighty's  handy-works. 

• 
I'm  told,  thou  wilt  not  meddle  with  cod's  head; 

Nor  giblets  taftc,  nor  innocent  lamVs^fry-^ 

This  is  i  veiy  ftrangc  affair  bdeed ! 

I  wonder,  fqueamilh  Maid,  the  rcafon  why! 

Some  men  have  ^tftrange  »<aww,  that  raife  rfiy  hlu/b^ 
(Pity  a  name  fhould  fo  difturb  thy  cheek !) 

Then  doft  thou,  fimpering,  beat  about  the  bulhj 
When  to  diofe  men  tlhou  art  inclined  to  Ipcak, 

At  length  thou  biddeift  SusAii^  (widi  Iweet  fhame) 
^^  Go  fetch  the  fellow  widi  the  filtby  name  J' 

I've  heard,  that  breeches,  petticoats,  and  fmockj 
Give  to  thy  modeft  mind  a  grievous  ihocki 
And  that  thy  brain  (fo  lucky  its  device) 
Chrift'neth  them /»^A^fi5^3&y,  fonice! 

Prim  Maid,  thou  art  no  fav'ritc  with  the  world: 
I  hear  the  dircft  curfes  on  thee  hurl'd  I 

Sonj 
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•   Sorry  am  I,  fo  ill  thy  manners  fuit: 
*Tis  faid,  that  if  a  moufe  appear  to  view. 
We  hear  a  formidable  fcreech  cnfue. 

As  if  it  were  fome  huge  devouring  brute; 

And  if  beneath  thy  petticoat  he  run. 
Thou  bellowcft  as  if  thou  wcrt  undone. 

And  kickeft  at  a  cow-like  rate,  poor  foul ! 
When,  if  thou  wert  to  be  a  little  quiet. 
And  not  difturb  the  nibbler  by  a  riot. 

The  moufe  would  go  into  his  p^er  hole. 

I've  heard  it  fworn  to.  Nymph,  that  in  the  ftreetSi 
When  running,  dancing,  capering  at  thy  fide. 

Thy  Chloe  other  dogs  fo  brazen  meets. 
That,  wriggling,  a(k  thy  bitch  to  be  their  bride. 

Quick  haft  d^ou  caught  up  Chloe  in  thy  arms. 

From  violation  to  prefcrve  her  charms ; 

And,  bouncing  wildly  from  the  view 

Of  thofe  fame  faucy  canme  crew. 

Haft  op'd  fo  loud  and  tunefully  thy  throat, 

(Seeming  as  thou  hadft  leamt  to  fcrcam  by  note) 

L>oud  as  the  Sabine  girls  that  try'd  to  Ycapc 

The  Ipeechlels  horrors  of  a  Roman  rape, 

Ni 
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!^o  novels  readeft  thou,  O  Nymph,  in  Jigbl ; 
Ind  yet  again  Vm  told  that  ev'ry  night, 
n  Jecrety  thou  art  much  inclin'd  to  doat 
5n  rhymes  that  Rochester  fo  warmly  wrote. 

Dft  doft  thou  wonder  how  thy  fex,  Ko  fwect, 

3an  fellows,  thofe  great  two-lcgg'd  monfters,  meet. 

And  fwoon  not  at  each  Caliban ; 
iiid  wonder  how  thy  fex'oin  fancy  bliflcs 
Zlontain'd  within  the  black  rough-bearded  kiflcs 

Of  fuch  a  horrid  bear-like  thing  as  man# 

rhy  morals,  virtuous  Maiden,  are  fo  chaftc, 

I'm  told,  that  e'en  for  all  the  mint 
No  man  fhould  ever  take  thee  round  the  waift. 

And  on  thy  lips  a  faucy  kifs  imprint ! 

[nform  me,  is  it  fo,  moft  dainty  maid  ? 
Axe  thy  two  lips  of  kifles  thus  afraid  ? 

Tis  alfo  faid,  that  if  a  flea  at  night. 

Pert  rogue,  hath  dar'd  thy  lufcious  lip  to  bite. 

Or  point  his  fnout  into  thy  fnowy  breaft. 
At  once  the  houfe  hath  been  alarmed — the  maids 
Call'd  idle,  nafty,  good-for-nothing  jades ; 

Who,  Eve-like,  ruftiing  to  diy  room,  undreft, 

4  Have 
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Hare  thought  fomc  fccret  ravifhcr  fo  dread. 
On  Love's  delicious  viands  to  be  fed> 

Had  feiz'd  thee,  to  obtain  forbidden  joysi 
Which  had  he  done,  a  moft  audacious  thic^ 
Of  cv*ry  maid  it  was  the  firm  belief 

Thou  wouldft  not.  Nymph,  have  made  a  greater  noifcf 

And  yet  'tis  faid,  again,  O  Nymph  fo  bright. 
Thou  flcep'ft  with  John  the  coachman  ev'ry  nig^t-» 

Vile  tales !  invented  to  deftroy  thy  fame ; 
For,  wert  thou,  fearful  Lafs,  this  inftant  married. 

At  night,  thy  modeft  cheek  would  burn  with  (haraC| 
Kor  wouldft  thou  gOj  but  to  the  bed  be  carried: 

There,  when  thy  Str.ephon  rufli'd,  in  white  arrayed. 
To  clalp  with  kiffes  fweet  his  white-ftoFd  maid, 

And  riot  in  the  luxury  of  charms ; 
Flat  as  a  flounder,  feeing,  hearing  gone- 
Mute  as  a  fifli,  and  fairly  turn'd  to  ftone — 

O  Damfel !  thou  wouldft  die  within  his  arms. 


More 
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More  impudence,  with  a  lick  at  one  of  the  Ten 
Commandments.  He  talks  too  of  his  pafllons  as 
having  left  him — I  do  not  believe  a  word  on't:  all 
Peter's  colt*s-tecth  are  not  yet  gone — Oh,  that  I  had 
the  drawing  them !  Oh,  that  my  pincers  could  get 
amongft  them!  the  world  fliould  then  fee  him  make 
up  many  a  pretty  wry  face.  ^* Pretty,'*  did  I  fay? 
not  pretty  neither,  for  the  fellow  is  as  ugly  as  fin*— • 
Oh,  that  I  had  him,  like  the  types  for  my  magazine, 
in  my  printing-prcfs !  I  would  give  his  bones  a  nfioft 
glorious  fqueeze  1  But  he  is  a  liar,  and  I  can  pfovc 
it,  for  he  keeps  a  girl  at  this  moment;  and  a  heauiiftd 
girl  too,  that  he  makes  verfcs  upon — but  it  is  VulcaU 
and  Venus.  The  Jack-afs,  perhaps,  wants  a  bunch 
of  nettles,  I  fuppofe,  for  his  Muse  5  fomething 
extraordinary y  to  give  a  fillip  to  his  languid  infpira^ 
dons. 


■  U    '.'I   'I'l 


TO    FORTUNE. 

&AD  loit'ririg  Fortune,  thou  art  cTome  too  late: 
Ah !  wherefore  give  me  not  thy  fmiles  before ; 
When  all  my  youthful  paffions  in  a  roar. 

Rare  hunters,  fearlcfs  leaped  each  five-bar  gate  ? 

Unknowii 
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Unknown  by  thcCj  how  often  did  I  meet 
The  loveliefl  forms  of  nature  in  the  ftreet. 

The  &ir,  the  blacky  and  lafting  brown ! 
And,  while  their  charms  enraptur'd  I  furvey^d. 
This  pretty  legend  on  their  lips  I  read — 

**  Kifles,  O  gende  fhepherd,  for  a  crown/* 

How  oft  I  look'dj  and  figh'd>  and  look'd  agen. 
Upon  the  fmiling  Loves  of  ev'ry  PhillisI 

How  wi(h'd  myfdf  a  cock^  and  her  a  hen. 
To  crop  at  once  her  rofes  and  her  lilies ! 

Not  only  gratis,  but  with  perfedt  eafe— 

Without  fo  much  as,  ^'  Madam,  if  you  pleafe.'* 

•*  At  Otaheitc,**  I  have  faid  with  tears, 
^  No  gendeman  a  jail  fo  horrid  fears 

**  For  taking  loving  liberties  with  laflcs : 
*^  Soon  as  they  heard  how  Lovb  in  England  &r'dj 
**  The  glorious  Otaheitans  all  were  fcar'd, 

*<  And  called  us  Englifhmen  a  pack  of  afles. 

^  But  they,  indeed,  are  heathens— have  no  fi>ul^ 
^^  But  fuch  as  muft  be  fried  on  burning  coalss 

«  Bu 
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*'  But  Tm  a  Cbrifiian,  and  abhor  a  rape : 
**  Yet  if  a  lafs  would  fell  her  lean  and  fat, 
•*  Pm  not  fo  great  an  enemy  to  tbat^^ 

**  Though  that  might  whelp  a  little  kind  of  fcrapcj 
^  Since  'tis  believed  e'en  Jimfle  fornication 
**  May  ftep  between  a  man  and  his  lalvation/* 

Damn'd  Fortune  1  thus  to  make  the  Poet  groan; 

To  offer  now^  forfooth,  thy  Ihining  pieces  i 
For  now  my  paffions  nearly  all  arc  flown. 

Departed  to  my  nephews  and  my  nieces ! 


Here,  indignant  Reader,  is  impudence  with  a  ven- 
geance !  When  certain  Jacred  farts  of  our  moft  glo- 
rious Royal  Family  determined  in  their  great 
wifdoms  and  anger  to  quit  ungrateful  England,  what 
docs  this  foul-mouthed  Poet  do,  but  give  them  a 
farewell  laugh  in  verfe,  when  it  fhould  have  been  the 
moft  lamentable  tXt^—flebiU  carmen!  But  Peter 
Pindar  is  a  Caliban.  I  do  not  believe  that  ever  he 
cried  in  his  life,  excepdng  when  he  was  flogged  at 
{chooV^MonJhrum  borrendum,  in/orme,  ingens'^l  wilh 

I  COUid 
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I  could  add  too^  cut  lumen  ademptumi  for  his  eyes  are 
Kunting  for  nodiing  but  deformity :  kt  him  look  ia 
the  glafs  then^  and  he  will  ipy  afufficientmaisi  of 
open  his  brain-box^  and  he  will  there  find  a  we 
cargp# 


ODE  TO  MADAM  SCHW— G  AND  CO. 

ON  THEIR  INTENDED  VOYAGE  TO  GERMAKT^ 
WRITTBV    IS   THB   YBAR    1789* 

W  E  wifli  you  a  good  voyage  to  that  fhore 
Where  all  your  friends  are  impudfent  and  poor: 

Oblige  us,  Madam — don't  again  come  over— 
To  ufe  a  cant  phrafe,  we've  been  finely  faibVd^ 
Indeed  have  very  dext'roufly  been  robb'd— 

YouVe  liv'd  juft  eight  and  twenty  years  in  c]iover# 

Pray  let  us  breathe  a  litde — be  fo  good; 
We  cannot  fpare  fuch  quantities  of  blood : 

At  leaft  for  fome  ten  years,  pray  crofs  the  maiai 
Then,  cruel,  Ihould  ye  think  upon  returning^ 
To  put  us  Britons  all  in  fecond  mounung» 

We  may  fupport  phlebotomy  again. 

5  T. 


^o  you  and  youy  lev?  gang  we  owe  di'  E«;if« 
]PiTT  oapQot  aay  odier  ic^eme  derife^ 

To  p^y  the  natk>n^$  4dcfe  aod  fUJ  your  pur^ 
Widi  great  rcfpcft  I  iwC.»^UFC  yoUj  ^a'^mj 
Itour  name  our  con^oMw  people  iOudly  dwmj 

G^/^f/i^  folk&attadt  widi  filent  csj»^ 

Madamj  dan  you  (peak  L4tin  ? — ^No>  not  much-^ 
I  think  you  principdly  Ipcw*  High-Dutch: 

But  did  you  Latin  underftandi  (God  blefs  it) 
Vd  offer  up  the  pithieft^  prettied  line 
TJnto  your  Avarice's  facred  Ihrinc— 

**  Oefcit  amor  tiummi  quantum  ipfa  pecunia  irefcit.^ 

The  which  tranflatidn  of  this  Latin  line 
Is  this— ^  Alas !  that  maw  profound  of  thine 

•  May  like  the  ftomach  of  a  whale  be  reckoned* 

*  Throw  into  it  the  nation's  trcafury^ 

*  But  for  a  minute  it  will  pleafurc  ye; 

•  That  gullet  would  be  gaping  for  a  fecond,^ 

VoL.lL  Ff  MadaiiB, 

•  The  author  thinks  the  ^refion,  thodgh  a  dirty  one,  more 
defcriptive  than  any  other  of  the  guttural  German  ;  and  thcr«k 
lore  choofcs  not  to  (acrtfice  truth  to  a  little  Henfiaua. 
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Madanij  we  wifh  you  a  long,  long  adieu-— 
Good  riddance  of  die  fhuflF  and  di'mond  crew  ! 

Your  abfence,  all^  alone  die  State  relieves  i 
For,  hungry  Ladies,  as  Fm  here  aliv^ 
A  houfe  can  never  h<^  to  thrive. 

That  harbourcth  a  neft  of  thieva# 


An  infupportable  apology  for  keeping  MifheflcSp 
;uid  a  laugh  at  that  moil  refpe£table  ftate.  Matri- 
mony* 


E. 


A  HAT  I  have  often  been  m  love,  deep  love, 
A  hundred  doleful  ditties  plainly  prove. 

By  marriage  never  have  I  been  disjointed; 
For  matrimony  deals  prodigious  blows : 
And  yet  for  this  fame  ftormy  ftate,  God  knows, 

IVe  groan'd—- and,  thank  my  ftars,  been  difappointed. 

WiA 
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'VVith  Lote's  dear  paffion  will  I  never  war: 

Let  ev'ry  man  for  ever  be  in  love^ 
E'en  if  he  beats,  in  age^  6ld  Par  : 

'Tis  for  his  chilly  veins  a  good  warm  glove ; 
it  bids  the  blood  with  brilker  motion  ftart. 
Thawing  Timi*s  icicles  arotind  his  heart*' 

Wedlock's  a  faucy,  fad,  familiar  ftate, 
WJierc  folks  arc  very  apt  to  fcoJd  and  hate : 
Love  keeps  a  modeft  diftance,  is  divine. 
Obliging,  and  fays  cv*ry  thing  that's  fine. 

Love  writes  Iweet  fonnets,  deals  in  tender  mattef : 
Marriage,  in  epigram  fo  keen,  and  fatire: 

Love  feeketh  always  to  oblige  the  fair ; 
Full  of  kind  wifties,  and  exalted  hope : 

Marriage  defires  to  fee  her  in  the  air^ 
Sulpended,  at  the  bottom  of  a  rope. 

Lovi  wifhcs,  in  the  vale  or  on  the  down, 
< 

To  give  his  dear,  dear  idol  a  green  gown : 
Marriage,  the  brute,  fo  fnappifh  and  ill-bredy 
Can  kick  his  fighing  turde  out  of  bed ; 
Turns  bluffly  from  the  charms  that  taftc  adoreis, 
Then  pulls  his  night-cap  o'er  his  eyes,  and  fnorcs^. 

F  f  a  Wedlock 
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Wedlock  at  firft,  indeed,  is  vafliy  pleafanti 
A  very  Ihowy  bird,  a  fine  cock-pheaiant: 
By  time,  it  changedi  to  a  different  fowl ; 
Sometimes  a  cuckoo,  oft'ner  a  kom-QwL 

Wedlock's  a  lock,  however,  large  and  duck^ 
Which  ev'ry  rafcal  has  a  key  to  pick. 

O  LovB !  for  heav'n's  fake,  never  leave  my  heart: 
No !  thou  and  I  will  never,  never  part: 
Go,  Wedlock,  to  the  men  of  leaden  bndns^ 
Who  hate  variety,  and  figh  for  chains. 


A  bare-faced  apology  for  leaving  a  loving  wtfc. 
TO     C  H  L  O  E. 

AN   APOLOGY   FOR   GOING   INTO   THE   COUNTRY. 

V-/HLOE,  we  muft  not  always  be  in  heav'n. 
For  ever  toying,  ogling,  kifling,  billing; 

The  joys  for  which  I  thoufands  would  have  giv'ni 
Will  prcfcntly  be  fcarcely  worth  a  (hilling. 

Thy 
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Thy  neck  is  fairer  than  the  Alpine  fnows. 

And,  fweetly  fwelling,  beats  the  down  of  doves  i 

Thy  check  of  health,  a  rival  to  the  rofej 

Thy  pouting  lips,  the  dironc  of  all  the  Loves  I 

Yet,  though  thus  beautiful  beyond  expreflion. 

That  beauty  fadeth  by  too  much  poffeffion. 

Economy  in  love  is  peace  to  nature. 
Much  like  economy  in  worldly  matter: 
We  (hould  be  prudent,  never  live  too  faft ; 
Profufion  will  not,  cannot  always  laft. 

levers  are  really  fpendthrifts — 'tis  a  Ihame : 
Nothing  their  thoughtlefs,  wild  career  can  tame. 

Till  pen'ry  flares  them  in  the  face  5 
A|id  when  they  find  an  empty  purfe> 
Grown  calmer,  wifer,  hpw  the  fault  they  curie. 

And,  limping,  look  with  fuch  a  fneaking  grace ! 
Job's  war-horfe  fierce,  his  neck  with  thunder  hung. 
Sunk  to  a  huinble  hack  that  carries  dung. 

Smell  to  the  queen  of  flowers,  the  fragrant  role- 
Smell  twenty  times — and  then,  my  dear,  thy  nofe 
Will  tell  thee  (not  fo  much  for  fcent  athirft) 
The  twentieth  drank  kfs  flavour  than  the  firft. 

Ff  3  Love 
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Love,  doubtlcfs,  is  the  fwccteft  of  all  fellows } 
Yet  often  Ihould  Uie  little  God  retire — 

Abfence,  dear  Chloc,  is  a  pair  of  bellows. 
That  keeps  alive  thic  facred  fire. 


In  the  lame  impudendy  ironical  ftylc. 

O  D  E    T  O    LAIS. 

O  NYMPH  widi  all  die  luxury  of  (kin. 
Pea-bloom  breath,  and  dimpled  chin ; 

Rofe  cheek,  and  eyes  that  beat  the  blacked  floe^ 
With  flaxen  ringlets  thy  foft  bofom  fhading. 
So  white,  fo  plump,  fo  lufcioufly-perfuading; 

And  lips  that  none  but  mouths  of  Cherubs  know ! 

Oh,  leering,  lure  me  not  to  Charlotte-ftrect, 
'That  too,  too  fair,  fcducing  form  to  meet; 

Warm,  unattir'd,  and  breathing  rich  delight ; 
Where  thou  wilt  praftife  ev'ry  roguilh  art* 
To  bid  my  fpirits  all  unbridled  ftart. 

Run  off  with  me  full  tilt,  and  fteal  my  fight. 

Thca 
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Then  fliaU  I  trembling  fell,  for  want  of  grace, 
^nd  die,  yes,  die  perhaps  upon  my  face ! 

/Ui !  ceafe  to  turn,  and  look,  and  leer,  and  imile. 
My  too  imprudent  fenfes  to  beguile ! 

Ah !  keep  that  taper  leg  fo  tempting  from  mcj 
AJi !  form'd  to  foil  a  Phidias's  art; 
So  much  unlike  that  leg  in  ev'ry  part 

By  me  abhorr'd  in4eed,  and  chriften'd  gummj^. 

In  vain  I  turn  around  to  run  away: 

Thine  eyes,  thofe  bafilifks,  command  my  ftay : 

Whilft  through  its  gauze  thy  fnowy  bofom  peeping. 
Seems  to  that  rogue  intrcpretcr,  my  eye. 
To  heave  a  foft,  defponding,  tender  figh— 

Like  gpflanier,  my  thoughts  of  goodneis  fweeping. 

Pity  my  dear  religion's  dread  debility. 
And  hide  thofe  orbs  of  fweet  inflammability  I 
Abound,  I  fay,  abound  in  grace,  my  feet; 
And  do  not  fpUpw  her  to  Charlotterftrcet, 

iVlas !  alas !  you  have  no  grace,  I  fee. 
Put  wi(h  to  carry  pff  pqorftruggling  me; 

F  f  4  Yes* 
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Yes,  Ac  trild  bed  of  Beautjr  ^&  to  feek! 
Yet,  if  ye  do— to  mzkc  ybur  tw»  hearts  akc> 
A  fweet,  a  fwect  revenge  I  mean  to  take ; 

For,  c\irfc  mc  me  if  you  flnUl  not  ftay  a  nvcdc. 

Yet  let  me  not  thus  pond'ring,  gaping,  iboid; 
But,  lo !  I  am  not  at  my  own  coinmand : 
Bed,  bofom,  kifs,  embraces,  ftxmn  my  brainsi 
And,  lawleis  tyrant3,  bind  my  mQ  in  chains. 
O  lovely  Lafs !  too  powerful  are  thy  charms^ 
And  fafcination  dwells  within  thy  arms. 

The  PaflSon^  join  the  fierce  invading  hofti 
And  I  and  Virtu?  arc  o'erwhdm'd  and  toft; 
Faffions  that  in  a  martlngal  fhould  move; 
Wild  horfcs,  loofcn'd  by  die  hands  rf  Lovx« 

I'm  off— alas !  unworthy  to  be  fcen-^ 
The  Bard,  and  Virtub  a  poor  captive  Queen! 
O  Lais,  Ihould  our  deeds  to  Jins  amount, 
Juft  Heav  n  will  place  them  all  to  tiy  account. 


Th( 
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The  following  Stanza,  on  the  death  of  Lady  Mount 

E 's  fevourite  Pig  Cupid,  is  verily  exceeded  by 

nothing  in  the  annals  of  impertinence* 


A    CpNSOi,ATORY    STANZA 

TO  LADY  MOUNT  E , 

ON    THE    DEATH    OF    HER    PIG    CUPID. 

vJ  DRY  that  tear,  fo  round  and  big; 

Nor  wafte  in  fighs  your  precious  wind ! 
Pcath  only  takes  a  fingle  Pig — 

Yopr  Lord  and  Son  are  (till  behind^ 


Super- 
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Superlatively  impudent,  and,  Ihopc,  untrue;  fort 
mc  two  days  after  my  publication  of  my  ^een  Eliza- 
tctFs  Progrejfes^  one  of  which  is  now  afhially  in 
His  Majeily's  glorious  Obrary  at  Buckingham* 
Houfe. 


T  O    M  R.    J.    N  I  C  H  O  L  S,  • 

OK    BI» 

mSTORY  OF  THE  PROGRESS  OF  QUEEN  ELIZABETH. 

John,  though  it  afks  no  fubtilty  of  br^n 

To  write  Queen  Bess's  Progrefs  though  the  land} 

Excufe  the  freedom,  if  I  dare  maintain 

The  theme  top  high  for  thee  to  take  in  hand. 

On  Vatmty's  damn'd  rock  what  thoufands  fplit! 

Thou   fhouldft  have  labour'd  on  fomc  humbler 
On  fomewhat  on  a  level  with  thy  wit—  [mattcri 

For  inftance— when  Her  Majefty  made  w— -, 


Tq 
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To  (how  that  I  can  be  candid,  even  to  people  of  no 
candour,  I  fhall  conclude  this  Firft  Part  with  a  ftw 
Songs  that  arc  not  totally  dcftitute  of  merit. 


TO     DELIA. 


W  HILE  poets  pour  their  happicft  lays. 
And  call  thee  ev'ry  thing  divine; 

Not  quite  Co  laviih  in  thy  praift. 
To  cen/ure  be  tljc  province  mine* 

Though  bom  with  talents  to  furprife. 
Thou  leldom  doft  thofe  pow'rs  difplay : 

Thus  feem  they  trifling  in  thine  eyes ! 
Thus  heav'n's  bcft  gifts  are  thrown  away ! 

Though  rich  in  charms,  thou  know'ft  it  notj 
Such  is  thine  ignprance  profounfl : 

And  then  fuch  cruelty  thy  lot. 

Thy  fweetoft  fii^ilc  inflifts  4  wi^^^ 


To 
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TO    FORTUNE. 

X  ES>  Fortune,  I  have  fought;  dice  loi^ 
Invoked  thee  oft,  in  profe  and  fong ; 

Through  half  Old  England  woo*d  thcej 
Through  feas  of  danger,  Indian  Isnds, 
Throt^h  Afric's  howling,  burning  (ands: 

But,  ah !  in  vain  purfu'd  thee  I 

Now,  Fortune,  thou  woulcHl  fai^x  be  kind 4 
And  now  Til  platiily  fpeak  my  mind-r- 

I  care  not  draws  about  thee : 
For  Delia's  hand  ^one  I  toil'd^ 
Unhrib'd  by  wealth,  the  Nymph  ha^  finii'^df 

And  blifk  is  oUfs  without  thee« 


TO     C  H  L  O  £• 


^^HLOE,  a  thoufand  charms  arc  thinc„ 
That  give  my  heart  the  conftant  figh ! 

Ah !  wherefore  let  thy  Poet  pine. 

Who  canft  with  cafe  his  wants  fupply  ? 


ON 
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Oh,  haftc,  thy  charity  diiphy; 

With  littU  ril  contented  be: 
The  kifles  which  thou  thixwr'ft  awaf 

Upon  thy  deg^  will  do  fixr  mi* 


I  cannot,   however,   conclude  this  Flrft  Part  of 

Mr.  Pbtbji's  lucubrations  without  a  fi^vere  repnchcn- 

fion  of  his  want  of  loyalty,  as  well  as  wantof  relpeft, 

for  that  firft  of  Courts,  St.  James's;   and,  monc* 

over,  to  prove  that  difloyalty  and  difrefped,  I  give 

the  following  Ode,  which  he,  with  ail  his  impudcxKTj 

-dares  not  deny  that  he  wrote*     I  fuppofe  that  it  was 

hatched  in  the  laft  reign,  fmce  it  is  impofTible  that  k 

(hould  be  in  the  prefent.     One  word  more  with  him — 

Should  his  infolcnce  aiean  hA&prefent  Majesty,  he  is 

an  ungrateful y  as  well  as  an  injolent  fellow  ^  as  his 

Majefty  has  got  his  books  bound  in  bcil:  niomcco 

leather,    (Oh,    that  Peter's  own    hide   lud    been 

ftripped  off,  and  tanned  for  die  purpofe !)  which  arc 

now  in  the  library  at  Buckingham-houfe ;  nay,  more, 

his  Majefty  has  condefccnded  to  write  notes  on  the 

varlet's  works ! — yes !  with  bis  own  moft  royal  hand ! 

Thus  has  this  mofl  unloyal,  moft  difreipedful,  moft 

5  ungrateful^ 
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ungrateful^  and  mofl:  pidful  rhymer^ — a  King  foM  i 
Commentator  ! ! ! — His  M^efty  is  plofed^  with  a 
fmilc,  to  call  him  the  «  Merrf  Wight."  Might  I 
offer  an  emendation  io  Majbstt/  it  Ihould  be  tfat 
twVi^^Wight. 


to  A  FRIEND  OUT  OF  PLAGEr 

OO  then,  thy  Sovereign  tumi  away  his  6cc! 
iTiank  God,  with  all  thy  foul,  for  die  dt/grau. 

this  inftant  down  upon  thy  knie; 

And  idoHze  the  man  who  makes  thee  fre*; 

No  more  endeavour  Folly's  hand  to  kiisf 
At  firft  I  looked  with  pity  on  thy  ftate  j 
But  now  I  humbly  thank  the  foot  of  FaTEj 

That  kindly  kicks  thee  iAto  blifs. 

Ive  been  difgrttc'd  too-^felt  a  Monafch'3  frowAV 
And  confcquendy  quitted  town: 

But  have  my  fields  refus'd  their  fmiles  fa  fwect? 
Say,  have  my  birds  grown  fuiky,  with  the  King? 
My  thrufhes,  linnets,  larks,  refus'd  to  fmg  ? 

My  winding  brooks,  to  pratde  at  my  feet? 

No! 
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No !  no  fuch  matter !  Each  unclouded  day 
On  dove-like  pinions  gaily  glides  away : 

In  fliort,  all  Nature  feems  dilpos'd  to  pleafe— 
Then  prithee  quit  thy  qualms;  look  up  and  lau^i 
The  rural  pleafures  let  us  largely  quaff. 

And  make  our  conge  to  the  Gods  of  Eafc^ 

By  day,  (hall  Nature*s  fimplc  voice 
Our  walks,  and  rides  of  health  rejoice. 

Far  from  an  empty  Court  where  Tumult  howls 5 
And  fhould  at  night,  by  chance,  an  hour 
Be  with  ennui  inclined  to  low'r. 

We'll  go  and  liften  to  our  owls; 

Birds  from  whofe  throats  'tis  faid  that  wifdom  Iprings-* 
How  very  difPrent  from  the  throats  of  Kings! 


ADVICE 

TO 

HE     FUTURE     LAUREAT; 
AN        ODE. 


ITtl  mmtum  ftudtOy  (kefar,  tWi  wile  pla€en% . 
Nee  Jirire  utnm  fa  alSus  an  ater  bcmo* 

CATUttVl* 

$0  llttley  Caelar^i  homour  claims  mj  care, 
I  know  not  if  the  man  be  bla^  or  fair. 


Vol.  II.  G  g 


ARGUMENT. 

THE  Poet  exprefleth  wonderful  curiofity  for  knowing  the 
future  Laureat  —  reporteth  the  Candidates  for  the  fablime 
ofEce  of  Poetical  Trumpeter — recommendeth  to  his  Mufe  the 
praifes  of  economy^  poultry^  cow-pens,  pigs»  dunghillsi  &c.— 
advifeth  the  mention  of  his  prefent  money<-loving  Majefty  of 
Naples,  alfo  of  the  great  people  of  Gerinaijjr.-TP»T»R  gently 
criticifeth  poor  Thomas,  and  uttereth  ftrange  things  of 
CourtJi — he  eAclaimeth  fuddenly,  and  boafleth  of  his  parity— 
he  returneth  fv.eetly  to  the  unknown Xanrcat,  aiketk ium  peN 
tinent  queftions^  and  informeth^Jum  what  a  Laureat  IhoaU 
rcfepible^ 


PART     II. 

THE  Poet  feeleth  a  mofl  ancosunon  netamorphofe— breaketh 
outintoa  kind  of  poetical  delirium — talketh  ef  cqnrt-refbrma- 
tion,  th^  arts  and  fciences  s  and  feem^th  to  pon^QC  m|H^  tf 
the  end  of  the  chapter. 


ADVICE 

TO 

THE     FUTURE     LAUREAT. 


ODE. 


W^HO  fhall  refume  Saint  James's  fife. 

And  call  ideal  virtoes  into  life  i 

On  tiptoe  gaping,  lo,  I  ftand. 

To  fee  the  future  Laureat  of  the  land ! 

Dread  rivak,  Iplafliing  through  the  dirty  road. 

With  thimd'ring  Ipedmens  of  Ode, 

The  lyric  bundles  on  each  Poct*s  back,  ^ 

Intent  to  gain  the  ftipend  and  the  Sack, 

Sec  Mason,  Hayley,  to  the  Palace  fcamper. 

Like  porters  fweating  underneath  a  hamper ! 

And  fee  the  hacks  of  Nichols*  Magazine 
Rufhy  loyal,  to  betiiyme  a  King  and  Queens 
And  lee,  full  (peed,  to  get  the  tuneful  job. 
The  bellman's  heart,  widi  hopes  of  iddfry,  throb. 

G  g  2  O  thouj 


444     ADVICS  TO  THE  FUTURE  LAURBAT« 

O  thou,  whatever  thy  name,  thy  trade,  thy  art. 
Who  from  obfcurity  art  doom'd  to  ftart, 
Call'd,  by  the  Royal  mandate,  to  proclaim 
To  diftant  realms  a  Monarches  feeble  fame— 
For  feme  of  Kings,  like  cripples  in  the  gout. 
Demands  a  crutch  to  move  about — 

Whoe'er  thou  art,  that  winn'ft  the  envied  prizCi 

Oh,  if  for  Royal  fmiie  thy  bofom  fighs. 

Of  pig-economy  exalt  the  praife ; 

Oh,  flatter  fhecp  and  bullocks  in  thy  lays  I    - 

To  feving  wifdom  boldly  ftrike  the  ftrings. 

And  jullify  thq  grazier-trade  in  Kings, 

Defcant  on  ducks  and  geefe,  and  cocks  and  hcnS| 
Jiayftacks  and  dairies,  cov/houfcs  and  pens  j 
Defcant  on  dunghills,  ev'ry  fort  of  kine; 
And  on  phe  pretty  article  of  fwine. 

Inform  ys,  without  loft,  to  twig 

The  ftomach  of  a  feeding  calf,  or  cowj 
Ahd  tell  us,  economic,  how 
To  ftcal  a  dinner  from  ^  fattening  pig ; 
And,  Bard,  to  make  us  ftill  more  blcft,  declare 
Jiow  hogs  and  bullocks  may  grow  fat  on  air. 

Six 
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iing  how  the  King  of  Naples  fells  his  fifh. 
And  from  his  ftomach  cribs  the  dainticft  dilhi 
Sing,  to  his  fubjedts  how  he  fells  his  game ; 
So  fierce  for  dying  rich,  the  Monarch's  flame  a 

Sing  of  th*  economy  of  German  quality  j 
Emp'rors,  ElcAors,  dead  to  hofpitalityj 
Margraves,  and  miferablc  Dukes, 
Who  fqueeze  their  fiibjeftSi  and  who  ftarvc  their  cooks : 
Such  be  the  burthen  of  thy  birth-day  fong,^ 
And,  lo,  our  Court  will  liften  all  day  long.^ 

Tom  prov'd  unequal  to  the  Laureit's  place; 
Lucklels,  he  warbled  with  an  Attic  grace: 
The  language  was  not  underftood  at  Court, 
Where  bow  and  curt*fy,  grin  and  (hrug,  reforti 
Sorrow  for  ficknefs,  joy  for  health,  fo  civil; 
And  love,  that  wifti'd  each  other  to  the  devil  I 

Tom  was  a  fcholar — lucklefs  wight ! 

Lodg'd  with  old  manners  in  a  mufty  college  i 
He  knew  not  that  a  Palace  hated  knowledge^ 

And  decm'd  it  pedantry  to  fpcU  and  write. 

G  g  J  tou 
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Tom  heard  of  royal  libraries^  indeed. 

And,  weakly,  fancied  that  the  books  were  naii 

He  knew  not  diat  an  author's  fenfe 
Was,  at  a  Palace,  not  worth  finding; 

That  what  to  notice  gave  a  book  pretence. 
Was  folely  paper,  print,  and  binding ! 

Somi  folks  had  never  known,  with  all  their  wi^ 
Old  Pindar's  name,  nor  occupation. 

Had  not  /  fterted  forth— a  lucky  hit. 

And  prov'd  myfelf  the  Theban  Bard's  relation. 

The  names  of  Drummond,  Boldsro,  and  Hoari^ 
Though  ftrangers  to  Apollo's  tuneful  ear. 

Are  difcords  that  the  Palace-folks  adore. 
Sweet  as  finccrity,  as  honour  dearj 

The  name  of  Homer,  none  are  found  to  know  itj 

So  much  the  Banker  foars  beyond  the  Poetj 

For  Courts  prefer,  fo  claflkally  weak, 

A  Guinea's  mufic  to  the  noife  of  Greek : 

Memn  aeide  Tbea,  empty  founds. 

How  mean  to — '^  Pay  the.  bearer  fifty  pounds  !*• 

Angclsj 
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dAdgelS)  and  miliifteni  of  grate,  what's  here! 
See  fuppliaiit  Sal'sb'iy  to  the  Bard  appMr  I 
He  fighs— upon  his  knuckles  he  ii  down !— ^ 
His  Lordfhip  begs  111  cake  the  Poet's  crown^ 

Avauntj  nry  Lord  !-i-Solicicarion,  fly  I 
I^  not  be  Zany  to  a  King,  not  I: 
ril  be  no  Monarch's  humble  thrufli. 
To  whittle  from  the  laurel  bufh ; 
.  Or,  rather,  a  tame  owl,  to  hoot 
Whene'er  it  fliall  niy  matters  fuit, 

I  have  no  flatt'rics  cue  and  dried— no  vamMf 
For  Royal  qualities*,  fo  apt  to  tarnifh, 
Expos'd  a  little  to  the  biting  air : 
I've  got  a  foul,  and  ib  no  lies  to  fparei 
Befides,  too  proud  to  fing  for  hire^ 
I  fcom  to  touch  a  venal  lyre. 

Avaunt,  ye  fccptred  vulgar — ^pinpled,  ermin'd  j 

The  Mufe  (hall  make  no  mummies,  I'm  determin'd^ 

World,  call  her  proftitute,  bawd,  dirty  b — ^ 

If  meanly  once  (he  deals  in  fpice  and  pitch. 

And  faves  a  carcafc,  by  its  lyric  balm, 

So  putrid,  which  the  very  worms  muft  damn* 

G  g  4  Agaia 
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Again  to  thee  I  turn,  from  dear  digreflion ; 
To  thee^  ambitious  of  the  Sack-pofleHion  I 
O  thou,  die  future  Laureat,  yet  unknown. 
The  nightingale  or  magpie  of  a  Throne ! 

Reveal  the  lituation  of  thy  brain. 
Or  clear,  or  muddy  is  its  fountain  ? 
Of  molehills  can  it  make  a  mountain. 

So  ftrong  the  magic  of  its  wizard  ftndn  ? 

Laureats  fhould  boait  a  bufhel  of  invention. 
Or  yield  up  all  poetical  pretenfion : 

Lo,  flatt'rics  form  a  Monarch's  firft  delights  1 
A  folar  microfcope  the  Bard  fhould  be. 
That  to  a  camel's  fize  can  fwell  a  flea. 

And  give  the  guts  of  aldermen  to  mites« 


PART 
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PART      It 


JVLy  foul  aflfumes  a  loftier  wingi 
I'm  chang'd,  I  feel  myfelf  a  King ! 

I'm  fceptred — on  my  head  the  crown  defcends  I 
To  purple  tum*d  my  coat  of  parfon's  grey. 
Now  let  my  Majefty  itfdf  difplay, 

And  fliow  that  Kings  and  glory  may  be  friends 

Yet,  though  I  feel  myfelf  a  King, 

I  hope,  untainting,  that  the  crown  defcends— 
Not  on  my  people's  fhoulders  bids  me  (pring; 

And  cry,  forgetful  of  myfelf  and  friends, 
««  Blood  of  the  Gods  within  my  veins  I  find ; 
*'  Not  the  mean  puddle  of  that  mob,  mankind.'* 

Low  at  my  feet  the  fpaniel-courticrs  cow*r; 
Curl,  wheedle,  whine,  paw,  lick  my  fhoe,  for  powVi 
Prepared  for  ev'ry  infult,  fervile  train. 
To  take  a  kicking,  and  to  £iwn  agam ! 

OfF, 
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Off,  Pitt  and  Grenvillb  I  you  arc  not  yet  mati 
Go,  children,  to  your  Icading-ftrings  agcn  j 

Make  not  a  hobby-horfe  criT  this  faif  Ifle:-^ 
Tet,  were  no  danger  in  the  childifh  fway, 
A  Kingdom  might  permit  a  baby's  play. 

And  at  its  weakneffes  indulge  a  fmile. 
Off,  then ! — once  more  upon  yotir  letters  look--* 
Go,  find  of  politics  the  loft  hom-book« 

Off  y^ith  Excise  your  Imp,  with  Imgi^ieii'd  chVif 
And  fangs  deep-rooted  in  his  hydra*jaws; 
That  monfter,  damping  Freedom's  facred  }oySt 
Fed  by  your  hand?,  ye  pair  of  foolilh  boys  I 
My  foul,  to  Freedom  wedded,  FrUdoi^  larisi 

Then  blaft  me,  liglitnings,  when,  lb  cddly  crtid, 

I  to  pomatum  facrificc  the  jewel. 
Rouge,  pigtail,  and  a  pair  of  gloves. 

Off,  J— !  fome  demon  did  create  thee: 

Oh,  form'd  to  fawn,  to  kneel,  to  lie,  to  flatter! 

**  Perdition  catch  my  foul,  but  I  do  hate  thee  I 
"  And  when  I  hate  dice  not,**  I  war  with  Nature* 

Such  reptiles  dare  not  *midft  my  radiance  Ipart— 

Cuifi'd  be  fuch  (hakes  that  crawl  about  a  Court. 

Diigracc 
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Dilgraccnot,  fimp*ring  fyco|rfiant5,  mydwmc!—    ' 
E— — ,  and  pigntf  V— — T,  be  gone ! 

Br ,  thou  ftinkeft !— MFeazcl,  pofecat,  flyf 

Thy  manners  flcock,  thy  form  oflfends  my  eye. 
\s  for  thy  principles— -thy're  gone  long  fince  j 
Left-,  when  a  poor  dcferter  from  thy  Pafifc*, 

^  ayaunt!— *tliou'rc  cowardly  and  rnesR  I 
Thy  foul  is  fable^  and  thy  hands  uncleam 
Yet  to  minutias  to  defeendj  what  need  ? 
Enough^  that  thou  art  one  o(  Charles's  t^t^secS^ 

Out  with  that  Sal*^bury  ! — Dund as-,  avaunt ! 

Off,  water-gruel  Westmorexand,  and  Leed*! 
You,  verily,  are  not  the  men  I  want— 

My  bounty  no  fuch  folly  feeds. 

Off,  Harcoukt  !  who  wouldft  ftarve  rrtf  kinc. 
Or  make  them,  poor  lean  devils,  dine 

On  vile  horfc-chefnuts — *tis  a  curfed  meal— 
Inftead  of  turnips,  com,  and  hay : 
Thou  (halt  not,  by  this  avaricious  way. 

Into  my  royal  favour  (leak 

5  Off, 
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OfF^  UxBRXDGE ! — ^Lbeds,  toOj  once  more  gpt 
You  (hall  not  be  Lord-Prcfidcnts  of  fong  j 

Tou  throw  poor  St.  Cecilia  into  fits: 
TouVe  ears,  but  verily  they  do  not  hear, 
Juft  as  you've  tongues  that  cannot  fpeak,  I  feari 

And  brains  that  want  their  compliment  of  wits. 

Off>  Walsingham  !--^thou  piitt'ft  me  in  a  fweat; 
I  hate  a  jack-in-office  maltmet— 
For  ever  fomething  moft  important  brewing  i 
For  evef  biify^  bufy^  nothing  domg. 

Thou  plague  of  Poft-office,  the  teazer,  fietteri 
Informing  clerks  the  way  to  feal  a  letter  i 
Who,  full  of  wifdom,  hold'ft  thyfclf  the  broom^ 
Inflrufling  Sufan  how  to  fweep  the  room; 

The  letter-man,  to  hold  his  bagj 
The  nFi«l-guard  {funk  in  ignorance  forlorn !) 
To  load  his  blunderbufs,  and  blow  his  horn ; 

Offy  off! — of  confequence  thou  ragf 
Go  to  the  fields,  and  gain  a  Nation's  thanks  j 
Catch  grafshoppcrs  and  butterflies  for  Banks^ 

I  want  not  fellows  that  can  only  prate'j 
]  want  no  whirligigs  of  flates 

N# 
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Nq  jack-a-lantemsj  imttanng  fire. 
Skipping,  and  leading  men  into  the  miret 


Thou  fcrvilc  copyift.  Wist,  begone! 
With  nought  worth  (aving  of  thy  ownj 
PhilUs  and  Chloe,  dancing  dogs, 
PiNETTi,  and  the  fortune-telUng  hogSj 
Toymen  and  conj'rors,  from  my  prcfcncc  fly! 
I  have  no  children  to  amuic^-not  L 

Ofl^,  Sw— — o  !  thou  lean,  old,  wicked  cat| 
R^leis  and  fpitting,  biting,  mewing,  mean^ 

Thou  Ihalt  not  in  my  chimney-corner  fquati 
Thou  (halt  not,  harridan,  be  Queen: 

Off,  to  thy  country,  by  the  map  forgot. 

Where  Tyranny  and  Famine  curfe  the  Ipot! 

Yet  empty  firft  thy  bags  of  plundered  gain. 

Wages  of  vile  political  pollution ; 
Then  vanifh,  thou  Old  Fistula  !  a  drain 

Enervating  our  glorious  Conftitution  I 

Off,  Hastings*  Wife!  thy  diamonds  bode  no  good; 
They  Ihall  not  tamt  us— lo^  they  finell  of  blood  I 

Off. 
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Ofi;  off,  old  GiLBsxT^s  ^pawn!— iioir£bGicoMufb 

fury. 
In  manners  coarfer  than  the  dames  of  Drury !. 

O  fomi'd  for  UgUnefs  kfelf  a  fod! 
Sprung  from  theChiH-ch,  the  world  might  weU  iufpofe 
Thy  blood  with  fomc  few  drops  of  naeckncfe  floiw^r 

Koj  vitriol  !--*fi0t  iXMt  pardcle  of  <h1  1 

m  have  no  Laureat— facred  be  die  Ode; 

Unfullied  let  its  torrent  roH ! 
Few  me^^its  mifle,  the  Mufe*s  wing  to  load  j. 

SmaU  grace  of  form^  and  no  fublime  e£  ibi^| 
And  yet,  whate  er  the  merits  that  are  n>ine| 
By  verfe  unvarnifh'd  ihall  they  fhinc. 

The  real  Virtues  dare  themfclves  diiplay^ 
And  need  no  pedeftal  to  (how  away : 
Each  from  herfelf  her  own  importance  dravrs. 
And  fcoms  a  chatt'ring  Poet's  mock  aj^laufe^ 

Have  niggard  Nature,  and  my  ftars,  unkind| 
Of  fenfe  and  virtues  ftript  my  dcfert  mind; 
My  QEme  kc  Sijl£NCB>  with  her  veil,  tnvad^ 
And  cold  Obiiviov  pour  th'  eternal  ihade* 

ObUg'd 
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Obliged  AfK  to  an  author's  rhyme^ 
Important,  down  die  ftream  of  Timb^ 

O  let  me  fail)  or  not  at  all ; 
Too  pPQud  for  Bards  to  take  in  tow  my  name^ 
Juft  like  the  Viftory,*  or  Fame,* 

That  drag  along  die  joilyboat  or  yawU 

Away,  the  litde  fnivTing  (pint  I 
Away,  the  hate  of  rifing  merit ! 

Thy  heav'n-ward  wing,  afpiring  Gknius,  waycj 
I  will  not,  lev'lmg  widi  a  jaundic'd  eye. 
The  fecret  blunderbufs  let  fly. 

To  give  thee,  O  riiou  royal  bird !  a  gravfti 

ril  have  no  poet-pcrfecution — no! 
Proud  of  its  liberty,  the  verfe  fhall  flow; 

The  mouth  of  Pegafus  fhall  fed  no  curb: 
If,  idly  wanton,  Poets  tax  me  wrong. 
Theirs  is  the  infamy,  for  theirs  the  fong ; 

Such  blalls  fhall  ne'er  my  iouPs  deep  caim  difborb. 

But,  fhpuld  &ir  Truth  to  Satire  lend  an  edge» 
Bid  widi  more  £brce  defcend  her  thund'rixig  fledge 

My 

^  Ships  of  thp  linCf 
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My  juftice  dares  not  break  that  poet's  pipe  i 
And>  like  a  fchool-boyj  to  the  tiger's  dcn» 
Who  wanton  flings  a  cat^  a  cock^  or  heo^ 

I  will  npt  give  him  to  ^Macdonald's  gripe* 

Wife,  let  me  hu(h  of  prejudice  the  ftornij 
Difarm  him  for  the  future,  and  reform : 

yes;  ^ftcad  of  giving  him  a  iaxtr-jobation^ 
Revenge  the  blow  by  rcfpnpatipn^ 

To  Tbos,  which  of  yore  was  reckoned  far, 
HiPPARCHUs  really  fent  a  man  of  war. 
To  bring  Anacrbon^  honied  bard,  to  court; 
So  Plato  fays,  a  man  of  good  report* 

How  different,  Monarchs  of  the  prefent  day ! 
From  modern  Kings  each  bee-like  minftrel  iculks. 
Whole  love  would  clap  the  bards  on  board  the  hulks, 

Or  fend  them  out  to  warble  at  fTniBVEs  Bay. 

Gome,  Science,  and  the  Arts,  around  me  blooms 
Thrice-welcome,  half  my  empire  claim : 

The  eye  of  Genius  ihall  not  wear  a  gloom^ 
Nor  BoYDELL  dalh  my  check  wjth  fhamc. 

Hiftoriansi 

•  The  Attorney-General. 

f  Commonly  called  Botafy-Bzjf. 
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Hiftorian3,  Poets,  Painters,  cv*iy  merit. 
Shall  feel  King  Peter's  foft'ring  Ipirit, 

Yes,  men  of  genius,  be  my  equals,  free- 
imperious  confequence  ye  fhall  not  feel ; 
For  Ihow  colleftcd,  juft  to  bend  the  knee. 

And  grace,  like  flaves  of  yore,  a  chariot-wheeh- 

Avaunt,  the  parafitic  dedication ! 

A  trap  to  catch  my  fmile,  deceive  the  Nation, 

And  make  the  widc-mouth'd  million  blels  my  name. 
Ah !  let  my  d$eds  alone,  inftead  of  lies^ 
Proclaim  n>c  open,  gcn'rous,.  good,  and  wife; 

Tbofc  manly  heralds  of  a  virtuous  fame. 

Here,  from  your  hovels,  fons  of  fciencc,  come: 
Oh,  hafte !  and  call  King  Peter's  houfe  your  home : 
Your  huts,  your  folitary  mountains,  quit. 
And  make  my  court  a  galajcy  of  wit. 

Come,  Virtue,  though  a  dungeon  hide  thy  fece^ 
(For  to  thy  lot  too  oft  misfortune  Ms) 

Whofe  angel-form,  from  jails  can  blot  dilgrace^ 
And  caft  a  facred  fplendor  o'er  the  walls. 

Vol,  II.  H  h  Thus 
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Thus  (hall  our  moments  glide  on  golden  wings  j 
Thus  will  we  triumph  with  expanded  hearts  ^ 

At  times  be  merry  upon  thrifty  Kings, 
And  fmik  at  Majefty  that  ftarves  the  arts* 

Ambitious,  if  with  Wisdom  thus  we  wed; 

A  Farthing  (hall  not  blulh  to  bear  OUR  lie^^  I 
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£l*lStLE    DEDICATORY. 

ILLUSTRIOUS  SIR» 

JL  ERMIT  a  foot  ion  of  Apollo  to  make  an  offering 
of  his  pamphlet  (a  fort  of  widow's  mite}^  for  the  plea- 
fnrc  received  from  yout  five  quartos.  Aware  of  the 
dangers  of  launching  into  the  foaming  fta  of  ufual 
dedidiCtion,  in  which  manj  an  unfortunate  author  hai 
been  drowned^  I  tremble  at  my  prefent  attempt.  Ex- 
alted panegyric  too  frequently  incurs  the  fufpicion  of  a 
fneer.  Tour  dedication,  illuftrious  Sir^  to  the  beft  of 
Kings,  ftrikes  me  as  the  moft  pcrfeft  model  of  imita- 
tion — ^it  is  a  column  of  Attic  elegance  and  fimplicity, 
erected  to  a  deferving  Moirarcb.  Pray,  Sir^  did  hit 
auguft  Majefty  honour  it  with  a  perufa)  before  publica- 
tion ?  It  truly  forms  the  ne  plus  ulira  of  human  panegyric ; 
and  what  is  marvellous,  cannot  be  fufpeAed  of  adula- 
tion. Pray^  Sir^  how  much  ihight  his  Majefty  give  you 
for  it? 

What  a  fimitarity,  illuftfious  Sir,  between*  yourfelf 
and  Mr.  James  Boswell  !  and  yet  what  a  diftance ! 
Boih  gloriouily  ambitious,  both  great  fchotars,  both 
intelledlually  adorned^  both  popular  gentlemen,  both 
dealers  in  hiftory,  arid  both  defcended  from  kings  I  But 
Mr.  James  BosweIl's  ambitioti  was  not  of  fo  bold  a 
wing  as  yours.  He  was  content  with  a  journey  to 
Scotland,  to  exhibit  Dr.  Samuel  JoHNsoti,  the  lexico- 
grapher, to  the  literati  of  that  country  :  your  more  exalted 
ideas  could  Only  be  fatisiicd  with  a  difplay  of  the  head- 
quarters of  the  IMMORTAL  NiL£»  who  had  puzzled  tho 
purfuits  of  men  for  feven  thoufand  years.  Whilft 
Mr.  Boswell  entertains  only  with  a  breakfaft  on  fpal*' 

H  h  3  dings 


462  EPISTLE  DEDICATOHY. 

dings  (alias  dried  wbitings),  the  fablimer  Bruce  trcitf 
us  with  a  difti  of  lion.  Whilft  Boswell  brings  vt 
acquainted  with  plain  Scottifh  gentlewomen  only,  the 
gallant  Bruce  charms  us  with  romantic  tales  of  Queex 
S1TTINIA5  &c«  Whilft  Mr.  Boswell  prefents  us  obI; 
with  an  anecdote  of  a  flannel  night-cap  made  by  Mifi 
M'Leod,  for  the  DoAor'a  bald  head ;  the  fublimer 
BnucE  tells  us  of  a  piece  of  fattin,  and  fix  handfomc 
trimfon  and  grieen  handkerchiefs,  moft  gallantly  tranf* 
xnitted  to  the  beautiful  Aiscach,  of  Teawa.  Whilft 
Mn  Boswell  amufes  us  only  with  with  his  drunkea 
bout,  and  confequently  a  fimple  emetic  fcene,  the  fearing 
Bruce  greets  us  with  the  more  important  hfftory  of  1 
thundering  DxARRHiCA.  Whilft  Mr.  Boswell  pridcl 
himfelf  only  upon  his  defcent  from  a  Scottifli  King,  the 
penetrating  BRUct  difcovers  an  origin  fit>bi  KiM 
Solomok.  and  the  Queen  of  Smeba  ;  which,  under  the 
rofe,  muft  be  eftablifhing  a  baftardy  in  the  family,  at 
the  Abyflinian  Queen  could  be  nodiing  more  thta 
Solomon's  copcubine,  their  marriage  having  neTer  beeii 
proved. 

Pray,  Sir,  what  may  his  Majefty  intend  to  do  with  your 
Invaluable  drawings,  &c.  ice,  ?  Ate  they  to  be  engraved, 
pro  bono  publico^  at  the  expence  of  the  royal  purfe ;  or 
kept  cautioujly  locked  up  in  a  drawer  at  Buckingham* 
houfe,  to  induce  the  dlUttanti  to  iigh  for  the  pubHcatien } 
Poflihiy  they  are  deftined  to  be  a  pofthumous  work  of  the 
greateft  of  Kings;  but  not  like  pofthumous  works  ift 
general,  to  difgrace  the  dead. 

I  ahi>  Ill^ustrious  SiR| 
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S  WfiET  is  die  tale^  however  fti^ang^  its  ^^ 

iThat  bids  the  public  eye  aftmed  fiare ! 

Sweet  is  the  tale,  hofwe*er  iincoudi  its  fhape^ 

That  makes  the  worid's  wide  mouth  widi  wonder  gape  I 

Beholdi  our  in&ncies  in  tales  delightj 

That  bolt  like  hedgdiog-quiOs  the  bur  upright. 

Of  ghofts  how  pleas'd  is  ev^ry  child  to  hear  1 

To  fuch  is  Jack  the  Giant-killer  dear ! 

Dread  monfters^  ilTuing  from  the  flame  or  floodj 

Charm,  though  ^dth  horror  cloth'd  they  chill  the  blood  ( 

What  makes  a  tale  fo  fleepyj  laingtiid,  dull  ? 

Things  as  they  happen'd — not  of  miarvel  ftill* 

What  gires  a  zed,  and  keeps  alive  attention  ? 

A  tak  that  wears  the  vifage  of  invention : 

A  tale  of  lionsj  fpeAres,  fliipwreck,  thunder; 

A  wonderj  or  firft  coufin  to  a  wonder. 

H  h  4r  Myfterious 
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Myfterious  conduft !  yet  'tis  Nature's  plan 
To  fow  with  wonder's  feeds  the  Ibul  of  man. 
That  ev'ry  where  in  fwect  profufion  rife. 
And  fprout  luxuriant  through  the  mouth  and  eyes  I 

What  to  the  vajiy  deep  ♦Sir  Joseph  gave. 
As  of  the  world,  the  fport  of  vnnd  and  wave? 
What  bade  the  Knight,  amid  thofe  fcenes  remote. 
Sleep  with  Queen  Oborea  in  the  boat  ? 
What,  unconfounded,  leap  to  Newton's  chsirl 
What,  but  to  nnake  a  world  with  wonder  ftare  ? 
What  bids  a  King  on  Wimbledon,  Blackheath, 
So  oft  rejoice  the  regiments  of  death; 
While  Briudn's  mightier  bulwark  flighted  lies. 
And,  vainly  groaning,  for  its  Gariar  fighs  ? 
What,  with  the  vulgar  pigs  of  Afcot  uken. 
Devour  on  f  Afcot-heath  his  annual  bacon  i 
What  bade  that  great,  great  man,  a  goodly  f^t. 
Watch  his  wife's  diamond  petdcoat  all  night  1 

And 

•  Sir  Jofepk  Banks. 

t  Conilantly^  jea,  with  annual  confUncy,  do  their  #»^ 

Majifiies  devour  the  fine  fat  Sacon  of  Afcot  at  the  time  of  the 

races,  and,  after  deeply  loading  their  royal  ftomachs  with  this 

favoury  meat,  in  grateful  return  load  Afcot  and  the  bacon  with 

•    royal  approbation. 
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And  what  that  wife  of  great,  great,  great  renown^ 
Make  her  own  caps,  and  dart  a  thread-bare  gown? 
What  bade  the  charming  *  Lady  Mary  fly 
Marchesi's  fqueezc,  for  Pacchierotti's  figh  ? 
What  Master  Edgecumbb  deal  in  rhimmg  ware  ? 
What,  but  to  put  all  f  Gawfand  in  a  ftare  ? 
Sweet  child  of  vcrfc,  who,  widi  importance  big, 
Pleased  its  own  felf,  and  eterniz'd  a  pig  j  J 
Whilft,  mad  an  equal  weight  of  praifc  to  Iharc, 
Old  Mount  plays  Punchinello  to  a  hair. 
What  makes  a  girl  the  fliops  for  novels  rove? 
The  fweet  impoffibilities  of  love ; 

Quixotic  deeds  to  catch  the  flying  ^ir; 

To  pant  at  dangers,  and  at  marvels  ftare. 

What  prompteth  Chloe,  confcious  of  the  charats 

That  crowd  the  fouls  of  fwains  with  wild  alarms, 

T# 

•  Lady  Kfary  Duncan. 

f  A  fmall  iidiing-town  near  Mmmt  £  jg^cumbe; 

J  This  pig,  Cupid,  wko  many  years  ago  fell  in  love  with  the 
Earl,  has  a  monument  erefted  to  his  memory,  with  an  infcrip^ 
tion  on  it  by  Lord  Vafletort,  the  Earl's  fom — It  is  faid,  that 
his  Majeily,  when  at  Mount  Edgecumbe,  happening  to  be 
gravely  pondering  near  his  grave,  the  Q^een,  who  was  at  fome 
didancei  afked  him,  what  he  was  looking  at  fo  ferioufly.  His 
Majefly,  with  a  great  deal  of  humour,  immediately  replied, 
^  The  family  vault,  Chaily;  family  vaults  family  vault.** 


466  A  tofii^LiunrtTAk't  BPistis 

Tb  give  the  fwelling  bofom^s  milk-^hitc  (km 

A  veil  of*  gauze  fo  niarveloufly  thin  ? 

What  but  a  kind  intention  of  the  feif 

To  treat  the  eyes  of  fhepherds  with  a  ftare  ? 

Behold!  IIblicion's  felfi  celtftial  dame. 

Founds  on  the  rock  of  miracle  her  fame  s 

A  facrcd  buildings  that  defies  de^ay^ 

That  fin's  wild  waves  can  never  walh  away ! 

What  made*  John  RoLlb  (except  for  Exoii's  ftare) 

brill-ferjeant  to  the  aldermen  and  nriay V^ 

E'er  from  the  hall  he  led  his  chofen  bands^ 

To  view  the  King  of  Nations,  and  Idfi  hands? 

Kow  rarely  man  the  haunts  of  wifdom  fedcs^ 

Pleas'd  with  the  life  of  cabbages  and  leeks ! 

Though  form'd  to  plough  the  foil,  divindy  ftrangi 

Tis  famine  goads  him,  like  an  ox,  along: 

But 

*  Mr.  J(yHN  RoxLB^s  dread  of  a  failttre  in  the  mifmtttot 
prefentment  to  his  Majefty  when  at  Exeter^  prevailed  on  llimielf 
to  take  a  defal  of  trouble  with  gentlemen  who  were  to  be  intro** 
duced  at  the  Levet :  but«  in  fpite  of  all  his  intelle6tual  powers^ 
which,  like  his  corporeal,  are  of  more  than  ordinary  texture, 
much  dlforder  happetied ;  indeed  the  befl  of  Kings  was  three  or 
four  times  nearly  ovefrturned.  Many  w^re  the  gentlemen  that 
Mr.  RoLLb  was  forced  to  place  himfelf  behind,  to  pull  down 
properly  on  their  knees ;  and  many  were  the  gentlemen  he  was 
obliged  to  run  after^  and  make  face  to  the  right  about^  who 
uncourteoully,  though  unwittingly,  in  quitting  the  prefence, 
had  turned  their  unpoliihed  tails  on  Majeffy. 
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But  6ruci>  on  Curiosity's  wild  wings> 

Darts,  hawk-like>  where  the  game  of  marvel  fpringf  •  ' 

Let  envy  kindle  with  the  blu(h  of  fhamc, 

That  dares  to  call  thee,  Bruce,  a  thief  of  fanie« 

Pleased  to  thy  wonder's  vortex  to  be  drawn, 

A  thoufand  volumes  could  not  make  me  yawn: 

And  (O  accept  a  falutary  hint)— 

The  world  will  read  as  M  as  thou  canft  prmt* 

Curs'd  by  the  goofc's  and  the  critic's  quill. 
What  tortures  tear  us,  and  what  horrors  thrill ! 
Thus  that  fmall  imp,  a  toothy  a  limple  bone^ 
Can  make  fair  ladies  and  great  heroes  groan ; 
Tear  hopelefs  vir^ns  from  their  happy  dream, 
And  bid  fcM*  doftors  'ftead  of  fwecthearts  fcrcam> 
In  tears  the  tender  toffing  infant  deep. 
And  from  its  eyelids  brufh  the  dews  of  fleep  j 
Where,  with  a  cheek  in  cherub  blulhes  dreft/ 
It  feeks,  with  fruitlcfs  cries,  its  vanifh'd  reft. 
Far  diflTrent,  Thou,  ereft  in  confcious  pride^ 
Coloflal  dar'ft  the  critic  hoft  beftridej 
Like  yelping  coward  curs  canft  make  diem  (kip^ 
And  tremble  at  the  thunder  of  thy  ^ip. 

Hew 
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How  hard  that  thoui  a  bufy  working  bccj 
Shouldft  range  from  flow'r  to  flow'r,  from  tree  to  treef j 
Fly  loaded  home  from  fhrubs  of  richcft  prim^ 
Egyptian,  Nubian,  Abylfiman  thyntte; 
And  plund'ring*  drones  upon  thine  honey  thrivcj 
Who  never  gave  an  atom  tso  the  hive ! 
Huge  Whale  of  marvcl-hunters>  further  lay^ 
And  glad  the  prefent  and  the  future  day  i 
Speak !  did  no  angel,  proud  to  intervene. 
Bear  thee,  like  Habbakuk,  from  fcene  to  fccnc  i 

Lo!  moon-ey*d  Wonder  opes  Ktt  lap  to  thee: 
How  niggardly,  alas !  to  lucklefe  rnc! 
Wherere'er  through  tracklels  woods  thy  luckier  way, 
Manrels,  like  dew  ^rops,  beam  on  ev'iy  fpray« 
Bleft  man !  whatever  thou  wifheft  to  behokl^ 
Nature  as  ftrongly  wifhes  to  unfold  j 
Of  all  her  wardrobe  offers  every  rag. 
Of  which  diy  fkill  hath  forrti'd  a  conjuror's  bag^ 
Thy  deeds  are  giants,  covering  ours  with  fhame  I 
Poor  wafted  pigmies !  Ikelctons  of  fiuoie  I 
To  thee  how  kindly  hath  thy  genius  giv'n 
The  maffy  keys,  of  yonder  ftar-clad  heav'n^ 

Widi 

•  Alluding  to  an  Abridgement  of  Mr,  Brace's  Travclt* 
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With  leave,  whene'er  thou  wiflicft  to  unlock  it. 

To  put  a  few  ecHpfes  in  thy  pocket ! 

Nature,  where'er  thou  trcad'ft,  exalts  her  fonn; 

The  whifp'ring  zephyr  fwells  a  howling  ftormj 

Where  pebbles  lay,  and  riv'lets  purl'd  before, 

Jiuge  promontories  rife,  and  oceans  roan 

Thrice-envy'd  man  (if  truth  each  volume  Hngs), 

Thy  life  hoiv  happy !  hand  and  glov«  with  kings] 

A  funple  fwain,  a  ftranger  to  a  throne, 

I  ne^«r  fat  down  with  kings  to  pick  a  bone! 

For  fniiles  I  gap'd  not,  crouched  not  for  affiftancc; 

But  paid  my  falutations  at  a  diftance : 

Yet  live,  O  Kings,  to  fee  a  diftant  date, 

Becaufc  I've  got  a  pretty  good  eftatc ; 

A  comely  fpot  near  Helicon,  that  thriveis; 

A  leafehold  though,  that  hangs  upon  your  lives  j 

Set  to  George  Kearsley,  at  a  moderate  rents 

JEnough  for  me,  poor  fwain,  it  brings  content. 

Were  heav'n  to  place  a  crown  upon  my  head. 

So  meek,  fo  modeft,  I  fliould  feint  with  dread  i 

And  like  fome  honeft  bifhop,  with  a  figh, 

*'  Pity  my  greatnefe.  Lord  I"  would  be  my  cry, 

J^oets,  like  Ipidcrs,  now-a-days  muft  Ipin,' 

P^cn  from  tbemfehes,  the  threads  of  life  fo  thin, 

Nowght 
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Nought  pleaieth  now  the  rulers  of  great  nationS|    . 

But  books  of  wdndersj  and  fweet  dedications. 

Kings,  like  the  nK>untain;5  of  the  moon,  indeed^ 

Proud  of  their  ftature,  lift  a  lofty  head  j 

Heads^  like  the  nu>untwi3  alfo>  cdd  and  raw^ 

That,  ice-envelop'd,  feldom  feel  a  thaw. 

Oh,  may  the  worft  c^  ills  my  ibul  betidei 

For  tne  if  ever  love-fick  lady  dy'd  I 

If  fatal  darts  from  thcfe  two  eyes  of  mine, 

Play'd  bayock  with  fair  ladies  hearts,  Uke  thioef 

No,  no !  I  ever  a  hard  bargain  drove, 

And  purchased  ev'ry  atom  of  my  bvc^ 

O  Bruce,  I  own,  all  candour,  that  I  look 

With  envy,  downright  envy,  on  thy  book] 

A  book  like  Fialmanazar's,  form'd  to  lail. 

That  gives  th'  hiftoric  eye  a  fweet  repaft; 

A  book  like  Mandeville's,  that  yields  deligh^ 

And  puts  poor  probability  to  flighty 

A  book  that  e'en  Pontopidan  would  own  i 

A  book  moft  humbly  offer'd  to  the  Throne; 

A  book,  how  happy,  which  the  King  of  Iflea 

Admires  (fays  runKHir),  and  received  with  finiles  \ 

The  fool,  with  equal  gape,  aftoni&'d  kt%^ 
Thfough  Wonder's  glaffes,  elephants  and  fleas; 

5  Put 


TO   JAMES  BRUCE^   ESQ.  47 1 

Put  thou,  in  Wonpbr's  fchool  long  bred,  full  grown. 

Art  plcas'd  indeed  with  elephants  alone : 

Hadft  thou  been  God,  an  infult  to  thy  fight. 

Thy  majefty  had  fcom'd  to  make  a  mite. 

Know,  where  th'  Atlantic  holds  th*  unwieldly  whale. 

My  heart  has  panted  at  the  monfter's  tail : 

Had  Bruce  been  there,  th*  mvirncible,  the  brave. 

How  had  he  dalh'd  at  once  beneath  the  wave  I 

Bold  with  his  dirk  the  mighty  fifh  purfii*d. 

And  ftdn'd  whole  leagues  of  ocean  with  his  blood  | 

Then  rifing  glorious  from  the  great  attack, 

Qrac'd  with  the  wat'ry  tyrant  qa  Ws  back } 

'Mid  thofe  fair  *ifles,  the  happy  ifles  of  old. 
Plains  that  the  ghofts  of  kings  and  chiefe  patrol'd, 
Thefe  eyes  have  fcen  i  but,  let  me  truth  conftfs, 
No  royal  fpe61:re  came,  thefe  eyes  to  blefs : 
To  no  one  chieftain-phantom  too,  I  vow. 
With  rev'rence,  did  I  ever  make  my  bow: 
Gone  to  make  room,  poor  ghofts,  fo  Fate  inclines, 
For  gangs  of  lazy  Spaniards  and  their  vmes. 
Put  had  thy  foot,  iUuflxious  Traveler,  trod, 
X^ike  me,  the  precinds  of  th'  Elyfian  fpd  i 

Full 

f  The  C4naric?^  or  t|ic  Infulap  Fprtonat*  of  the  Ancic»t$. 
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Full  of  enquiry,  eafy,  unconfounded. 

By  fpcftres  hadft  thou  quickly  been  furroundcdi 

Then  had  wc  heard  thy  book  of  wonder  boaft^ 

How  Bruce  the  brave  fliook  hands  with  cv'ry  ghoft! 

In  vain  did  I  phenomena  purfue> 

For  Wonder  waits  upon  the  chofcn  few. 

Whatever  I  faw  ncquir'd  no  witch's  ftorm— 

Slight  deeds,  that  Nature  could  with  eafe  pcrfbnni 

Audacious,  to  purloin  my  flefli  and  fifh. 

No  golden  eagles  hopp'd  into  my  difh ; 

Nor  crocodiles,  by  love  of  knowlpdge  led. 

To  mark  my  figure,  left  their  oozy  bed; 

Nor  Ip^dcd  camels,  to  provokie  my  ftare. 

Sublimely  whirl'd,  like  ftraws,  amid  the  alpj 

Nor,  happy  in  a  ftomach  form'd  of  fteel. 

On  roaring  lions  have  I  made  a  meal. 

Unequal  mw  with  lions*  bones  to  cope; 

Tby  jaws  can  only  on  fijch  yiands  ope. 

Oh,  hadft  thou  trod,  li^c  me,  the  happy  ifle, 

Whofc  ♦mountain  treats  all  mountains  with  a  firule; 

Bold  hadft  thou  climbM  th-  afcent,  an  eafy  matter. 

And,  nobly  daring,  fpus'cj  Jnto  the  cr^tfr^^ 

Then  out  agen  hadft  vaulted  with  a  hop. 

Quick  as  a  fwceper  from  a  chimney-top. 

Oh, 

♦  TencrifFe. 
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Oh,  had  thy  curious  eye  beheld,  like  mine. 

The  *  ifle  which  glads  die  heart  with  richeft  wine ! 

Beneath  its  vines,  with  common  clutters  crowned. 

At  cvc  my  wand'ring  fteps  a  paffage  found. 

Where  rofe  the  hut,  and,  neither  rich  nor  poor. 

The  wife  and  hufband,  feated  at  the  door, 

Touch*d|  wbep  the  labours  of  the  day  were  dqnc. 

The  wire  of  mufic  to  the  fetting  fun ; 

Where,  bleft,  a  tender  offipring,  rang'd  around, 

Join'd  their  fmall  voices  to  die  filver  found. 

But  had  thine  eye  this  Ample  fccnc  explored, 

^The  man  at  once  had  fprung  a  fceptrcd  lord ; 

Princes  and  princeflcs  the  iearrfs  bad  been  j 

Thq  hpt  a  palace,  and  the  wife  a  queen  j 

Their  golden  harps  had  ravifli'd  thy  two  ears. 

And  beggar'd  all  the  mufig  of  the  fphere§j 

^  kind  is  Nature  always  pleas'd  to  be, 

When  vifited  by  favourites,  like  thee  I 

Strange  |  diou  haft  fcen  die  land,  that,  to  its  (hannp. 

Ne'er  heard  our  good  -- — 's  virtues,  nor  his  name! 

I've  only  feen  thofe  regions,  let  me  fey. 

Where  his  great  virtues  never  found  dirir  ws^y. 

Vol.  II.  I  i  Alas, 
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Alas,  I  never  met  with  royal  fcenes  I 
No  vomits  gave  to  AbylTmian  queens ! 
Drew  not  fix)m  royal  arms  the  purple  tide. 
Nor  fcotch'd  with  fleams  a  fceptred  lady's  hide; 
Nor,  in  anatomy  fo  very  flout. 
Ventured  to  turn  a  princefe  infide  out ; 
Nor,  blufhing,  ftripp'd  me  to  the  very  (kin. 
To  give  a  royal  blackamoor  a  grin. 
I  never  faw  (with  ignorance  I  own) 
Mule-mounted  Monarchs  fcek  th'  imperial  throne; 
Which  mule  the  carpet  fpoil'd — a  dirty  bcaft ! 
Firft  ftard ;  then — What  ?— Oblivion  cloud  the  reft. 
I  faw  no  king,  whofe  fubjefts  form'd  a  riot. 
And,  imp-like,  howFd  around  him  for  his  quiet. 
Nor  have  I  been  where  men  (what  lofs,  alas !) 
Kill  half  a  cow,  and  turn  the  reft  to  grafs. 
Where'er,  great  Traveler,  thou  art  pleas'd  to  tread. 
The  teeming  Ikies  rain  wonders  on  thy  head: 
No  common  birth  to  greet  thme  eye  appears. 
But  facred  labours  of  a  thoufand  years. 
Where'er  the  Nile  (hall  pour  the  fmallcft  fluice. 
The  rills  Ihall  curl  into  the  name  of  Bruce. 
And,  lo !  a  univerfe  his  praife  Ihall  utter. 
Who,  firft  of  mortals,  found  the  parent  gutter; 

5  And 
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And,  let  me  add,  of  gutters  too  the  Queen, 
Without  whofe  womb  the  Nile  had  never  been. 
Thus  many  a  man,  whofe  deeds  have  made  a  pother. 
Has  had  a  fcurvy  fether  or  a  mother. 
O  form'd  in  art  and  fcience  to  fqrpafs ; 
To  whom  e'en  Valour  is  an  arrant  afs; 

0  Bruce,  moft  furely  Travel's  eldeft  fonj 
Tell,  prithee,  all  that  thou  haft  feen  and  done !  - 

1  fear  thou  hideft  half  thy  feats,  unkind ; 
A  thoufand  wonders,  ah !  remain  behind  ! 
Where  is  the  chariot-wheel  with  Pharoah'^  name, 
Fifh'd  from 'the  old  Red  Sea  to  fwell  thy  fame  ? 
Where  the  horfe-Ihoe  with  Ph  aroah's  arms,  and  found 
Where  wicked  Pharoah  and  his  hoft  were  drown'd? 
Where  of  that  ftonc  a  (lice,  and  frefli  account, 
Giv'n  by  the  Lord  to  Moses  on  the  Mount? 

And  where  a  (lice  of  that  ftone's  elder  brother. 
That,  broken,  forced  th'  All- Wise  t'engrave  another  ? 
Where  of  the  cradle  too,  a  facred  rufh  ? 
Where  a  true  charcoal  of  the  burning  bufli  ? 
And  oh,  the  jewel,  curious  gem,  difclofe. 
That  dangled  from  the  Queen  of  Sheba's  nofc. 
When,  with  hard  queftions,  and  two  roguilh  eyes. 
She  rode  to  puzzle  Solomon  the  Wife ! 

li  2  Sagacious 
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Sagacious  Terrier  in  Discovhry's  mine. 

Shall  Nature  form  no  more  a  nofc  like  thine? 

No  more  difplay'd  Uie  pearls  of  wonder  beam. 

When  thou,  great  man,  art  paft  the  Stygian  ftream? 

To  Afric  wilt  thou  never,  Bruce,  return  ? 

Howl,  Britain !  Europe,  Abyflinia  mourn ! 

Droop  ftiall  Discovery's  wing,  her  bofom  figh. 

And  Marvel  meet  no  more  the  ravifh*d  cyc; 

Nature  outftep  her  modefly  no  more; 

Her  catarafts  of  wonder  ceafe  to  roar, 

Forc'd  to  a  common  channel  to  fubfide. 

And  pour  no  longer  an  aftounding  tide  ? 

O  bid  not  yet  the  lucky  labours  ceafe  j 

Still  let  the  Land  of  Wonder  feel  increafe : 

Thy  loads  of  dung,  delightful  ordure,  yield. 

And  bloflbm  with  fertility  the  field : 

Gates,  hedges  mend,  that  Ignorance  pull'd  downi 

And  bring  in  triumph  back  each  kidnapped  town. 

Though  Envy  damns  thy  volumes  of  furprife, 

Bleft  I  devour  them  with  unfated  eyes ! 

What  though  four  Johnson  cry'd,  with  cynic  fiiccr, 

"  I  deem'd  at  firft,  indeed,  Brucb  had  been  there 5 

«*  But  foon  the  eye  of  keen  inveftigation 

•^  Prov'd  all  the  fellow's  tale  a  febrication.*- 

But 
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fiut  who^  alas  I  on  Johnson's  word  relies^ 

Who  faw  the  too  kind  North  with  jaundiced  eycsj 

Who  rode  to  Hawthornden's  fair  fcene  by  night. 

For  fear  a  Scottifh  tree  might  wound  his  fight  5 

And,  bent  from  decent  candour  to  depart, 

Allow'd  a  Scotchman  neither  head  nor  heart  ? 

Grant  fidtion  half  thy  volumes  of  furprife, 

High  in  the  fcale  of  merit  fhalt  thou  rife : 

Srill  to  Fame's  temple  doll  thou  boaft  pretenfionj 

For  thine  the  rara  avis  of  invention  ! 

And  lo  I  amidft  thy  work  of  lab'ring  years, 

A  dignity  of  egotifln  appears ; 

A  flyle  that  clafllc  authors  ihould  purfue ; 

A  ftylc  that  pcerlefs  *Katerfelto  knew ! 

Thou  dear  man-mountain  of  difcovery,  run  1 

Again  attempt  an  Abyflinian  fun ! 

Yes,  go;  afecond  journey,  Bruce,  purfue s 

More  volumes  of  rich  hift'ry  bring  to  view. 

O  run,  ere  Time  the  fpeftred  tombs  invadcj 

And  ftizc  the  crumbling  wonders  from  the  (hade ; 

Crowd  with  fair  columns,  ftruck  by  Time,  thy  page, 

And  fnatch  the  falling  grandeur  from  his  rage :        I 

Give  that  old  Time  a  vomit  too,  and  draw 

More  of  Egyptian  marvels  from  his  maw; 

I  i  3  Bid 

•  A  late  celebrated  philofophcr  and  conjuror. 
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Bid  him  difgorgc  (by  modems  call'd  a  bum)j 
Scratch'd  by  ten  thoufand  trav'lers,  Mcmnon's  btim; 
And,  what  all  rarities  muft  needs  furpafs. 
The  tail,  the  curious  tail  of  Balaam's  afs. 
Say,  what  fhould  ftop,  O  Bruce,  thy  grand  careers 
Of  Fame  the  fav'rite,  and  no  child  of  Fear  ? 
Danger's  huge  form,  fo  dread  to  vulgar  eyes. 
Pants  at  thy  prefence,  and  a  coward  flics. 
Where  other  travelers,  fraught  with  terror,  roam^ 
Lo !  Bruce  in  Wonder-Land  is  quite  at  home; 
The  fame  cool  eye  on  Nature's  forms  looks  dowD^ 
Lions  and  rats,  the  courtier  and  the  clown. 
Whatever  thine  aftion,  wonder  crowds  the  tale; 
It  fmells  of  Brobdignag — it  boafts  a  fcale ! 
Fond  of  the  lofty,  Bruce  no  pigmy  loves— ^ 
Who  likes  a  pigmy,  that  a  giant  moves  ? 
Again — what  pigmy,  with  a  form  of  lath. 
Loft  in  his  ftiadow,  likes  the  Man  of  Gath  ? 
The  bowerly  hoftefs,  for  a  cart-horfe  fit. 
Scorns  Daphne's  reed-like  (hape,  and  calls  her  Mti 
Whilft  on  the  rough  robuftious  lump  of  Nature, 
Contemptuous  Daphne  whifpers,  "What  a  creature!** 
Pky !  purfuits  like  thine  (hould  feel  a  paufe ! 
More  than  half-fmother*d  by  fair  Fame's  applauie, 

I  fee 
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I  fee  thee  fafe  retum'd  from  Marvel's  mine, 
Whofc  gems  in  ev*ry  rock  fo  precious  fhinej 
Proud  of  die  produft  of  a  world  unknown. 
Unloading  all  diy  treafure  at  the  throne; 
While  courtiers  cry  aloud  with  one  accord, 
*^  Moft  ntiarv'lous  is  the  reign  of  George  the  Third  !*' 
How  like  die  butchers  boys  we  fometimes  meet^ 
Stuck  round  with  bladders,  in  a  London  (beeti 
In  full-blown  majefty  who  move,  and  drop 
The  bloated  burden  in  an  Oilman's  fhop; 
While  country  bumpkins,  gazmg  at  the  door. 
Cry  they  "  ne^er  zeed  zo  vine  a  zight  bevore  /** 

I  fee  old  NiLB,  the  king  of  floods,  arife. 
Shake  hands,  and  welcome  diee  with  happy  eyes ; 
Otters  and  alligators  in  hb  train. 
Made  by  the  five  immortal  volumes  vain; 
Weafels  and  polecats,  Ihercgrigs,  carrion-crows. 
Seen  and  fmelt  only  by  thine  eyes  and  nofc. 
"  Son  of  the  Arts,  and  Coufin  of  a  King, 
^'  Loud  as  a  ketde-drum  whofe  anions  ring," 
Exclaims  the  king  of  floods,  '^  thy  books  IVc  read, 
"  And,  for  thy  birth-place,  envy  Brother  Tweed/^ 
O  Bruce,  by  Fame  for  ever  to  be  fung; ' 
Job's  war-horfe  fierce,  thy  neck  with  thunder  hung: 

I  i  4  When 
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When  cn'saous  Death  (hall  put  thee  in  his  ftablc^ 
Snipp'd  life's  fine  thread,  that  (hould  have  been  a  cable  5 
Lo  I  to  thy  mcm'rjr  Ihall  the  marble  fwell, 
Maufoleum  huge,  and  all  thy  adions  tell ! 
Here,  in  fair  fculpture,  the  recording  ftoncs 
Shall  give  thee  gloriousi  cracking  lions  bones ; 
There,  which  the  fqueamifli  fouls  of  Britain  fliocks. 
Rich  fteaks  devouring  fix)m  the  living  ox: 
Here,  ftaring  on  thee  6rom  the  realm  of  water^ 
Full  many  a  virtuofo  alligator ; 
There,  Bruce  informing  queensj  in  naked  pridej 
The  feel  and  colour  of  a  Scotfrnan's  hide : 
Here  of  the  genealogy  a  tree. 
Branching  from  Solomon's  wife  trunk  to  theei 
There,  with  a  valour  nought  could  dare  withftand, 
Bruce  fighting  an  hyasna  liand  to  hand^ 
Which  dread  hya;na  (what  a  beaft  uncouth !) 
Fought  with  a  pound  of  candles  in  his  mouth: 
Here  temples  burfting  glorious  on  the  view. 
Which  HisT*RY,  though  a  goffip,  never  knew; 
1  here  columns  ftartmg  from  the  earth  and  flood, 
Juft  like  the  razor-fifli  from  fand  and  mud : 
Here  a  wife  Monarch,  with  voracious  looks,  .  :^ , 
Receiving  all  thy  drawings  and  thy  books  s     f/1^5, 

Whilft 
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Whilft  Fame  behind  him  all  fo  folemn  fings 
The  lib'ral  fpiric  of  thci  bed  of  Kings. 

Man  fays,  O  Bruce,  that  thou  wcrt  hardly  us'ds 
That  our  great  King  at  firft  thy  book  refus'di 
Indeed  looked  grimly  'midft  his  courtier  crew. 
Who,  gentle  courtiers !  all  look'd  grimly  too ! 
Thus  when  in  black  the  lofty  Sky  looks  down. 
The  fympathizing  Sea  reflefts  a  frown; 
Vale,  cattle,  reptile,  infect,  man  and  maid. 
All  mope,  and  feem  to  forrow  in  the  Ihade. 

Steep  is  th*  afccnt,  and  narrow  is  the  road, 
Ah  me !  that  leads  to  Fame's  divine  abode : 
Yet  thick,  (through  lanes,  like  pilgrimaging  rats, 
Unaw'd  by  mortals,  and  unfcar'd  by  cats) 
What  crawling  hofts  attempt  her  facred  fiine. 
And  dizzy,  drunk-like,  tumble  back  again ; 
Faft  as  the  fwains,  whofc  arms  the  damfels  fill, 
Embrace  -of  elegance !  down  Greenwich-Hill ; 
Whilft  Aou,  Briareus  like,  with  dauntlefs  air, 
Refolv'd  to  ravifli  Fame,  immortal  Fair, 

Juft  like  our  London  bullies  with  the  w , 

Haft  fcal'd  the  cloud-capt  height,  and  forc'd  her  doors  1 

Q  form'd 
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O  form'd  the  trav'lcrs  erf"  the  eaft  to  fcircj 
Although  thy  powers  arc  mighty^  leam  to  Ipait  J 
Dog  fliould  not  prey  on  dog,  the  proverb  fays : 
Allow  then  brother-traY'lers,  crumbs  of  praife  i 
Like  thecj  let  others  reap  applaufej  and  rife 
By  daring  vifits  to  Egyptian  fkies : 
But  calmly,  lo !  thdu  canft  not  (cc  them  pais$ 
*^  This  is  a  rogue  or  fool,  and  that's  an  aft." 
Thus  on  a  tree,  whenever  the  wearfier's  fine, 
Jack  Ketch,  the  Spider,  weaves  the  &tal  lintfi 
Beneath  a  leaf  he  hides  with  watchful  eye. 
Now  darts,  and  roping  hangs  the  traveling  Flt# 
Again,  mofttirefome,  let  mcfey.  Go,  go. 
Proceed,  and  all  about  U  let  us  know : 
Led  &fely  by  thine  entcrprifing  ftar. 
Hyaenas  fhall  not  with  thy  journey  wars 
Uneat  by  tigers,  dare  the  forcft's  gloom. 
To  bid  the  barren  field  of  knowledge  blooms 
Wave  o*er  new  pyramids  thine  eagle  wings; 
And,  hound-like,  fcent  fi-efh  tombs  of  ancient  kingSi 
Which  Time  had  buried  with  the  mighty  dead. 
And  cold  Oblivion  fwallow'd  m  her  fhade: 
And  mind,  ('tis  History's  provmce  to  Jurprife) 
That  tales  are  fweeteft,  that  found  moll  like  lies. 

M 


ro  JAMES  BRUCE,   ESQ^  '  483 

-A  the  confejed  Jiiperiority  of  Mtfter  Bruce  to 
Mifier  Bo  swell  entitles  him  to  a  more  eminent 
mark  of  difUn^ion^  I  have  added  an  ODE,  in  my 
heft  Manner,  to  this  Complimentary  Epiftlc,  which 
the  Congratulatory  Epiftle  to  Mtfter  Bo  swell  can* 
not  bocift^ 
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\J  BRUCE,  for  this  liis  ftiort  and  fwect  epiftlc. 
Perhaps  thou  bid*ft  the  gentle  bard  "  go  whittle /' 

Or  fomewhatworfc,^<?r^i&^«//r^,that  rhymes  to  knight ^ 
That  is  to  fay,  knights  of  the  blade. 
One  time  fo  bufy  in  the  dubbing  trade, . 

That,  like  to  filver,  it  was  (houlder'd  bright^ 

Pity !  by  hungry  critics  thou  fhouldft  fall, 

So  clever,  and  fo  form'd  to  pleafe  us  all ! 

Thou  too,  by  royal  favour  all-furrounded. 

As  balm  fo  rich,  like  cloves  and  nutmegs  pounded ! 

Thus  the  Bag  Fox,  (how  cruelly,  alack !) 

Tum'd  out  with  turpentine  upon  his  back> 

•  Amidft 


4^4  A   COMPLIB^ENTAKy   EPiSTt* 

Amidft  the  war  of  hounds  and  hunters  flies ; 
Shews  iporti  but^  lucklefs^  by  his  fragrance  dies! 

Safe  from  the  fury  of  the  critic  hounds^ 

O  Bruce,  thou  treaded:  Abyfl[inian  grounds; 

Nor  can  our  Britilh  nofes  hunt  thy  foil : 
Indeed,  thou  need'ft  not  dread  th*  event; 
Surrounding  clouds  deftroy  the  fcent. 

And  mock  their  moft  lagacious  toil: 
Tesj  in  thy  dacknefs  thou  ihalt  leave  the  dogs; 
For  hares,  the  hunters  fay,  run  beft  in  (og^. 

Of  thee  and  me,  two  great  phyficians. 
How  difF'rent  are  the  difpofitions ! 

Tby  foul  delights  in  wonder,  pomp,  and  buftlci 
Mine  in  th*  (^«marvellous  and  placid  fcene. 
Plain  as  the  *hut  of  our  good  King  and  Queen; 

I  imitate  the  ftationary  mufcle. 

Yet,  boldly  thou,  O  Bruce,  again  proceed; 
Of  wonder  ope  the  fountain  head; 

Deluge  the  land  with  Abyffinian  ware; 
Whilft  I,  a  fimple  fon  of  peace. 
The  world  of  bagatelle  increafe. 

By  lovc-fick  fonnets  to  the  fair; 


Now 


•  A  houfe  clofe  by  the  glorious  caftlc  of  Windfon 
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^ow  to  Sir  Joseph,  now  a  Duke,  now  Wren, 
>Iow  Robin  Rcd-breaft,  dedicate  the  pen; 

Now  Glow-worw,  child  of  (hade  and  light,  riot  flame  j 
To  whom,  of  wicked  wits  the  tuneful  art. 
So  very  apt,  indeed,  from  truth  to  ftart. 

Compares  the  nighdy  ftrcct-meand'ring  dame. 

Mild  Insect,  harmlefs  as  myfelf,  I  ween ; 
Thou  little  planet  of  the  rural  fcene. 
When  fummer  warms  the  vallies  with  her  rays ; 
Accept  a  trifling  (bnnet  to  thy  praifc* 


ODE   TO   THE   GLOW-WORM. 

RIGHT  (hanger,  welcome  to  my  field. 
Here  feed  in  fafcty,  here  thy  radiance  yield; 

To  pne,  oh,  nightly  be  thy  fplcndor  giv*n ! 
Oh^  could  a  wifli  of  mine  the  (kies  command. 
How  would  I  gem  thy  leaf  with  lib'ral  han4» 

Wfth  cy'ry  fweetcft  dew  of  Ffeav'i) ! 


Say, 
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Say,  doft  thou  kindly  light  the  Fairy  train, 
Amidft  their  gambols  on  the  ftilly  plain. 

Hanging  thy  lamp  upon  the  moiften'd  blade? 
What  lamp  fo  fit,  fo  pure  as  thine, 
Amidft  the  gentle  elfin  band  to  fhinc. 

And  chafe  the  horrors  of  the  midnight  (hade  \ 

Oh !  may  no  feather'd  foe  difturb  thy  bowV, 
And  with  barbarian  beak  thy  life  devour ! 

Oh !  may  no  ruthlefs  torrent  of  the  (ky. 
Overwhelming,  force  thee  from  thy  dewy  feat; 
Nor  tempefts  tear  thee  from  thy  green  retreat. 

And  bid  the^  'midft  the  humming  myriads  die! 

Queen  of  the  infe6l:  world,  what  leaves  delight? 

Of  fuch  thefe  willing  hands  a  bow'r  fhall  form, 
To  guard  thee  from  the  rufhing  rains  of  night. 

And  hide  thee  from  the  wild  wing  of  the  ftorm. 

Sweet  Child  of  Sdllnefs,  *midft  the  awful  calm 
Of  paufing  Nature  thou  art  pleas'd  to  dwell j 

In  happy  filence  to  enjoy  thy  balm. 
And  fhed  through  life  a  luftre  round  thy  cell. 


IIow 
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How  different  man,  the  imp  of  noif^and  ftrifc. 
Who  courts  the  ftomi  that  tears  and  darkens  life  j 

Bleft  when  the  paffions  wild  the  foul  invade  I 
How  nobler  far  to  bid  thofe  whirlwind^-ccafe; 
To  tafte,  like  thee,  the  luxury  of  peace, 
\   And,  filent,  fliine  in  folitude  and  fliad^ ! 

%  ■  : 
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